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ADVERTISEMENT. 


THE Editor having ſpared no pains to ſelef materials 
for this Volume, he preſumes the public will not be dif. 
pleaſed to find a number of ſcarce and' ingemous Fables, 

Which lay ſcattered in works not always to be met with; 
and are not to be Pound in any other collection. 
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FABLES 


BY 


DIFFERENT HANDS. 


The young Lady and Looking CI. 


1 * deep philoſophers, who can 

Explain that various creature, Man, 

Say, is there any point ſo nice, 

As that of offering an advice ? 

To bid your friend his errors mend, 

Is almoſt certain to offend : 

Tho” you in ſofteſt terms adviſe, 

Confeſs him good; admit him wile ; 

In vain you e the diſcourſe, | g 
He thinks you call him fool, or worſe, . 
You paint his character, and try 

If he will own it, and apply ; 

Without a name reprove and warn ; 

Here! none are hurt, and all may learn: 
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This tco muſt fail; the picture ſhewn, 
No man will take it for his own. 
In moral lectures treat the caſe, 
Say this is honeſt, that is baſe; 
In converſation, none will bear it; 
And for the pulpit, few come near it ; - 
And 1s there then no other way 
A moral leſſon to convey ? 
Muſt all that ſhall attempt to teach, 
Admoniſh, ſatirize, or preach P 
Ves, there is one, an ancient art, 
By ſages found to reach the heart, 
Ere ſcience, with diſtinctions nice, 
Had fix'd what virtue is, and vice, 
Inventing all the various names 
N On which the moraliſt declaims: 
| They wou'd by fimple tales adviſe, 
Which took the hearer by ſurpriſe ; 
Alarm'd his conſcience, unprepar'd, 
Ere pride had put it on its guard; 
And made him from himſelf receive 
. The leſſons which they meant to give. 
That this device will oft prevail, 
And gain us end, when others fail, 
If any ſhall pretend to doubt, 
The tale which follows makes it out. 
There was a little ſlubborn dame, 
Whom no authority could tame ; 
Reſtive, by long indulgence, grown, 
No will ſhe minded but her own : 
At trifles oft ſhe'd ſcold and fret, 
Then in a corner take a ſeat, 
And, ſourly moping all the day, 
Diſdain alike to work or play. 
Papa all ſofter arts had try d, 
And fbarper remedies apply'd ; 
But both were vain, for every courſe 


Ile took till made her wol ſe and worle, 85 
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'Tis ſtrange to think how female wit 
So oft ſhould make a lucky hit ; IT 
When man, with all his high pretence 
To deeper judgment, ſounder ſenſe, 
Will err, and meaſures falſe purſue— 
*Tis very firange, I own, but true, — 
Mamma obſerv'd the riſing laſs 
By ſtealth retiring to the glaſs, 
To prathice little arts unſeen, 
Ia the true genius of thirteen : 
Oa this a deep deſign ſhe laid 
To tame the humour of the maid ; 
Contriving, like a prudent mother, 
To make one folly cure another, 
Upon the wall, againſt the ſeat 
Which Jeſſy us'd for her retreat, 
Whene'er by accident offended, 
A looking-glals was ſtraight ſuſpended, 
That it might ſhew her how deform'd 
She look'd, and frightful, when ſhe ſtorm'd; 
And warn her, as the priz'd her beauty, 
To bend her humour to her duty. | 
All this the looking-glals atchiev'd, 
Its threats were minded and believ'd. 

The maid, who ſpurn'd at all advice, 
Grew tame and gentle in a trice : 
So, when all other means had fail'd, 
The fileat monitor prevail'd. 

Thus, FABLE to the human-kind 
Preſents an image of the mind, 
It is a mirror, where we ſpy 
At large our own defocmity; 
And learn of courſe thoſe faults ro mend, 
Which but to mention would offend. 
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The” Youth and the Phil. here 


A Grecian youth; of talents rare, 

Whom Plato's philoſophic care 

Had formed for virtue's nobler view, 

By precept and exemple too, 

Would often boaſt his matchleſs ſkill, 

To curb the ſteed, and guide the whce!, 

And as he paſs'd the gazing throng 

Wich graceful eaſe, and ſmack'd the thong, 

The idiot wonder they expreſs'd _ 

Was praiſe and tran ſport to his breaſt, * 

At lengib, quite vain, he needs wauld ſhew 

His maſter what his art could do; | 

And bade his ſlaves the chariot lead 

To Academus' facred ſhade, 

The trembling grove con feſs'd its fright, 

The wood-nymphs ſtarted a, the ſight ; 

The muſes dropt the learned ly re, 

And'to their inmolt ſhades retire. 

Howe'er the youth, with forward air, 

Bows to the ſage, and mounts the car, 

The laſh reſounds, the courſers ſprivg, 

The chariot marks the rolling ring, 

And gatifering crowds wich cager eycs, 

And ſhouts, pur fue him as he lies. 
Triumphant to the goal return'd, 

With nobles thu it his boſom burn'd; 

And row along th' indented plain 

The ſeif-fame track he marks again, 

Purſues with care the nice deſign, 

Nor ever deviates from the line. 

Amazement ſeiz'd the circhng crowd; 
The youths with emulation glow'd-; | 
E'en bearded ſages haii'd the boy, & 
And all but Plato gaz'd with joy. 

For he, deep judging ſage, beheld 
With pain the triamp of the neld: 


oy — a Pi 
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And when the charioteer drew nigh, 

And fluſh'd with hope, had caught his eye, 

Alas ! unhappy youth, he cry'd, 

Expett no praiſe from me (and ligh'd). 

With indignation I ſurve fy 

Such {kill and judgment thrown away. 

The time profuſely ſquander'd there, 

On vulgar arts beneath thy care, 

If well employ'd, at leſs expence, 

Had taught thee honour, virtue, ſenſe, 

And rais'd thee frem a coachman's fate 

To * men, and guide the ſlate. 
| WHITEHEAD. 
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The Bee, the Ant and the Sparrow, . 
Addreſſed to Phœbe and Kitty at School, | 


Y dears, *tis ſaid 1n day s of old, 

That beaſts could talk, and birds could ſcold, 
But now it ſeems 15 human race 
Alone engroſs the ſpeaker's place. 
Vet lately, if report be true, 
(And much the tale relates to you) 
There met a Sparrow, Ant, and Bee, 
Which reaſon” 1 and convers'd as we. 

Who reads my page will doubtleſs grant 
That Phabe's the induſtrious Ant; 
And all with half an eye may ſee 
That Kitty 1s the buſy Bee. 
Here then are two—but where's the third ? 
Go ſearch the ſchool, you'll find the bird. (+1 
Your ſchool ! 1 aſk your pardon, Fair, | 
I'm ſure you'll find no ſparrow there. - 

Now to my tale—OQne ſummer's morn 
A Bee rang 0 0 [4 * verdant * 3 


Vet never robs the ſhining bloom 
Thus ſhe diſcharg'd in every way 


W hoſe brow was wrinkled o'er by dare; 


W bat ills ariſe from want of thought; 
That poverty on floth depends, 


Who, taught in infancy to know 
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Studious to huſband ev*ry hour 

And make the moſt of ev'ry flow'r. 
Nunbly from flalk to Naik ſhe flies, 

And loats with yellow wax her thighs ; 
Wich which the artiſt builds her comb, 
And keeps all tight and warm at home : 
Or from the cowſlip's golden bells 

Sucks honey to enrich her cells: 

Or every tempting roſe purſues, 


Or ſips ihe lily's fragrant dews ; 
Or of its beauty or perfume. : 


The various duties of the day. 
It chanc'd a frugal Ant was near, 


A great cconomiſt was ſhe, | 
Nor leſs laborious than the Bee; 
By penſive parents often taught 


On poverty the lofs of friends. 
Hence every day the Ant is found 
With anxious ſteps to tread the ground; 
With curious ſcarch to trace the grain, 
And drag the heavy load with pain. 
The active Bee with pleaſure ſaw 
The ant fulfil her parents“ law, © + 
Ah! lilter-!abourer, ſays ſhe, 


How very fartunate are we! 


The conforts which from labour flow, 
Acre independem of the great, 

Nor know the wants of pride and ſlate, 
Why is 0:r food fo very ſweet ? 
Becauſe we earn before we eat. 

Why are our wants fo very few ? 


"Becauſe we nature's calls purſues 


SAaLES WO 


Whence our complacency of mind ? 
Becauſe we att our parts aſſign'd. 

Have we inceſſant taſks ta do ? 

ls not all nature buſy too ? > 
Doth not the ſun, with conſtant pace, 
Perſiſt to end his annual race ? | 
Do not the ſtars, which ſhine fo bright, 
Renew thèir courſes every night ? 
Doth not the ox obedient bow _ 
His patient neck, and draw the plough ? 
Or when did e'er the generous ſteed 
Withhold his labour or his ſpeed r 

If you all nature's ſyſtem ſcan, 

The only idle thing is man. 

A wanton Sparrow tng'd to hear 
Their ſage diſcourſe, and ſtraight drew near, 
The bird was talkative and loud, 

And very pert, and very proud 
As worthleſs and as vain athing, 
Perhaps, as ever wore a Wing. 
She found, as on a ſpray ſhe fat, 
The little friends were deep in chat; 
That virtue was their fav'rite theme, 
And toil and probity their ſcheme : 
Such talk was hateful to her breaſt. 
She thought them arrant prudes at beſt, 
When to diſplay her naughty mind, 
Hunger with erueſty combin'd, | 
She view'd the Ant with ſavage eyes, 
And hopt and hopt to ſnatch her prize. 
The Bee, who watch'd her op'ning bill, 
And gueſs'd her fell defign to kill, 
Aſk'd her from what her anget roſe, 
And why ſhe treated Ants as foes ? 

The Carte her reply began, 

And thus the converſation ran : - 

Whenever I'm diſpos'd to dine, 

T tink the whole creation mine 
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That I'm a bird of high degree, 
And every inſett made for me. 
Heyce oft I ſeatch the enimet-brood, 
For emmets are delicious food ; 
And oft, in wantonneſs and play, 
I ſlay ten thouſand in a day. 
For truth ii is, Without diſguiſe, 
That I love miſchief as my eyes. 
Oh! fie, the honeſt Bee reply d, 
J fear you make baſe man your guide; 
Of every creature ſure the work, 
Though in ereation's ſcale the firſt 
Ungrateful man ! *tis ſtrange he thrives, 
Who burns the Bees to rob their hives ! 
I hate this vile adminiſtration, 
And ſo do all the emmet- nation. 
_ What fatal foes to birds are men, 
Quite to the Eagle from the Wren! 
O! do not men's example take, 
Who miſchief do for miſchief's ſake ; 
But ſpare the Ant——her worth demands 
Efteem and friendſhip at your hands. 
A mind with every virtue bleſt, 1 
Muſt raiſe compaſſion in your breaſt. 
Virtue ! rejoin'd the ſneering bird = 
Where did you learn that Gothic word ? 
Since I was hatch'd, I never heard 
That virtue was at all rever'd. 
But ſay it was the ancients claim, 
Vet moderns diſavow the name; 
Unleſs, my dear, you read romances, 
J cannot reconcile your fancies, 
Virtue in fairy tales is ſeen | 
To play the goddeſs or the queen ; 
But what's a queen without the pow'r f 
Or beauty, child, without a dow'r ? 


. 
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Vet this is all that virtue brags, 
| At beſt 'iis only worth in rags. 
Such whims my very heart derides, 
Indeed you make me burſt my ſides. 
Truſt me, Miſs Bee to ſpeak the truth, 
I've copied men from earlieſt youth; 
The ſame our taſte, the ſame our e 
Paſſion and appetite our rule. 
And call me bird, or call me ſinner, 
Fil ne'er forego my ſport or dinner, 

A prowling cat the miſcreant ſpies, 
And wide expands her amber eyes : 
Near and more near Grimalkin draws, 
She wags her tail, protends her paws : 
Then ſpringing on her thoughtleſs prev, 
She bore the vicious bird away. 

Thus, in her cruelty and pride, 

The wicked wanton Sparrow dy'd. 


* 
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1 The Boy and the Rainbow. 


N ye ſages, if ye find 

Mongſt animals of ev'ry kind, 

Of each condition, ſort, and ©" 

From whales and elephants to flies, 

A creature that miſtakes his plan, 

And errs ſo conſtantly as man. 

Each kind purſues his pro | 
And ſeeks for pleaſure, * 1 and food, f 
As nature points, and never-erts | 
In what it chooſes and prefers ; |. 


Man only blugders, though poſleſt 
Of talents fal bove the reſt, 


Deſcend to inſtances, and try ; 

An ox will ſcarce attempt to fly, 

Or leave his paſture in the wood, 
Wich fiſhes to explore the flood. Þ« 
Man only acts, of ev'ry creature, 

In oppoſition to his nature. 

The happineſs of human- kind 

Conſiſts in rectitude of mind, 

A will ſubdu'd to reaſon's Iway, 

And paſſions ic'd to obey : 

An 4s and —— oy 

Rehn'd from ſelhiſhneſfs and art; 
Patience which mocks at fortune's power, 
And wiſdom never ſad nor ſour: 

In theſe conſiſt our proper bliſs; 

Elfe Plato reaſons much amiſs ; 

But fooliſh mortals ſlill purſue 

Falſe happinets in place of true; 
Ambition ſerves us for a guide, 

Or Luſt, or Avarice, or Pride; 

While Reaſon no aſſent can gain, 
And revelation warns in vain. 

Hence through our lives, in every flage, 
From infancy itſelf to age, 

A happineſs we toil to Rnd, 

Which flill avoids us like the wind; 
Ev'n when we think. the prize our own, 
At once *ts vaniſh'd, loſt and gone. 
You'll aſk me why I thus rehearſe 
All Epiftetus in my verſe ? 
And if I fondly hope to pleaſe 
Wich dry refle&tions, ſuch az theſe, 
So trite, ſo hackney*d, and fo ſtale ? 
FIl take the hint, and tell a tale. 

One ev'ning as a ſimple ſwain 


His flock attended on the plan, 


- 


* 
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The ſhining bow he chanc'd to ſpy, 
Which warns us when a ſhow'r is nigh; 
With brigheſt rays it ſeem'd to glow, 
Ius diſtance eighty yards or to. 
This bumpkin had, it ſeems been told 
The ſtory of the cup of gold, | 
Which fame reports is to be found 
Bu. where the Rainbow meets the ground; 
e therefore felt a ſudden itch * 
To ſeize the goblet, and be rich ; 
Hoping, yet hopes are oft but vain, 
No more to toil thro! wind and rain, 
But fit indulging by the fire, 
Midſt eaſe and plenty, like a ſquire: 
He mark'd the very ſpot of land 
On which the Rainbow ſeem'd to ſand, 
*And ſtepping forwards at his leiſure, 
Expetted to have found the treaſure, 
But as he morv'd, the colour'd ray 
Still chang'd its place, and flipt away, 
As ſeeming his approach to ſhun : 7 
From walking he began to run 
But all in vain, it ſtill withdrew 
As nimbly as he could purſue, | 
As laſt thro' many a bog and lake, 
Rough craggy road, and thorny brake, "us 
It led the eaſy fool, till night | 
Approach'd, then vaniſh'd in his ſight, 
And left him to compute his gains, 


Wich nought but labour for his pains. 
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The Rake and the Hermit. 


* 
| A YOUTH, a pupil of the town, 
Philoſopher and-atheilt grown, 
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Benighted once upon the road, 
Found out a Hermit's lone abode, 
Whoſe hoſpitality in need 
Reliev'd the trav'ller and his ſeed, 
For both ſufficiently were tir'd, 
Well drench'd in ditches, and bemur'd. 
Hunger the firſt attention claims; 
Upon the coals a raſſ. er flames, 
Dry cruſts, and liquor ſomething ſtale, 

Were added to make up a meal; | 1 
At which our trav'ller as he fat 
By intervals began to chat. — | 
Tis, odd, ,quoth he, to think what ftrains, 
Of folly governs ſome folks brains ; 

. What makes you chooſe this wild abode ? 

* You'll ſay, tis to converſe with God; 

EE Alas, I fear, tis alla whim : 

EE. You never ſaw or {poke with him. 

WM lr talk of Providence's pow'r, 2 = 

Df And fay it rules us ev'ry hour; 

f To me all nature ſeems confuſion, 

| And ſuch weak fancies mere deluſion: 

A Say, if it rul'd and govern'd right; * 

: Could there be ſuch a thing as night ? 

| Which, when the ſun has left the ſkies, | 

Puts all things in a deep diſguiſe ; Y 

If then a trav'ller chance to ſtray 

The leaſt ſtep from the public way, 

He's ſoon in endleſs mazes loſt, 

As I have found it to my coſt, 8 

4 Beſides, the gloom which nature wears 

3 Aſſiſts imaginary fears, | 

Of ghoſtsand goblins from the waves 

Of ſulph'rous Jakes and yawning graves ; 

All ſprung from ſuperſtitious ſeed 

Like other maxims of the creed, % 


For my part, I reje& the tales | 
Which faith ſuggeſts When reaſon fails; 
And reaſen nothing underſtands, J 
; Unwarranted by eyes and hands. 


Theſe ſubtile eſſences, like wind, 2 


Which ſome have dreamt of, and call mind, 
It ne'er admits; nor joins the lye 
Which ſays men, rot, but never die. 

I holds all future things in doubt, 
And therefore wifely leaves them out 
Suggeſting what is worth our care, 
To take things'preſent as they are, 
Our wiſeſt courſe : the reſt is ſolly, 
The fruit of ſpleen and melancholy.— 
Sir, quoth the Hermit, I agree 
That reaſon flill our guide ſhould be: 
And will admit her as the teſt - 
Of what is true, and what is beſt: 
But reaſon ſure wou'd bluſh for name 
At what you mention in her name : 
Her diftates are ſublime and holy; 
Impiety's the child of folly ; | 
Reaſon, with meaſur'd ſteps and flow, 
To things above from things below 
Aſcends, and guides us thro? her ſphere 
With caution, vigilance, and care, 
Faith in the utmoſ} frontier ſtands, 
And reaſon puts us in her hands, 
But not till her commiſhon/giv'n ' | 
Is found authentic, and from Heav*n; 
"Tis flrange that man, a reas' ning ereature, 
Should muſs a God in viewing nature: 
Whoſe high perfections are diſplay'd 
In ev'ry thing his hands have made : 
Ev'n when we think their traces loſt, 


When found again, we ſee them moſ, 
I 
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The night itſelf, which you would blame 
As ſomething wrong in _ s frame, 
Is but a curtain to inveſt : 
Her weary children, when.at. — 4 b lanes 
Like that which mothers draw to — BI 
The light off from a child aſleep. 8 
Beſide, the fears, which f breeds . 
(At leaſt augments) in vulgar heads, 
Are far from uſeleſs, when the mind 
Is narrow, and to earth canfin'd ; 
They make the worldling think with pain 
On frauds, and oats; — ill-got gain. 
1 Force from the ruffian's hand tho knife 
| Juſt rais'd againſt his | neighbour life: 
E I And in defence of virtue's cauſe 
M3 Aſſiſt each ſanction of the laws. 
=. But ſouls ſerene, where wiſdom divells, 
wn = And ſuperſtitious dread _ 
3:M The filent majeſty of night / 
1 Excites to take 9 flight: 
1 With faints and angels to explore TA 
Et . The wonders of creating pov rr; 
.* And lifts on contemplation's wings 
Above the ſphere of mortal things: 
Mit Walk forth and tread thoſe dewy * 
3 Where night in awful ſilence reigus 
_» "The {ky's ſerene, the air is ſtill 
41S The woods ſtand liſt'ning on each hill, | 
BM Jo catch the ſounds that ſink and-fwell, 
Wide-floating+from the ev'ning bell, 
3 While foges howl, and beetles hum, | 
| Sounds which make ſilence ſtill more dumb: 

ö And try if folly, raſh and rude, 

Dare onthe ſaered hour intrude. 
Then turn your eyes toheav'n's broad frame, 
tempt to quote thoſe lights by name, 
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Which ſhine fo thick, and ſpread ſo far; 


Conceive a ſun in every flar, 
Round which unnumber'd planets roll, 
While comets ſhoot athwart the whole, 
From ſyſtem ſtill to ſyſtem ranging, 
Their various benefits exchanging, 
And ſhaking from their flaming hair 
The things molt needed every where. 
Explore this glorious ſcene, and ſay 
That night diſcovers lefs than day ; 
I bat 'tis quite uſeleſs, and a fign 
That chance diſpoſes, not deſign; 
Whoe'er maintains it I'll pronounce 
Him either mad, or elſe a dunce, 
For reaſon, tho“ tis far from fireng, 
Will ſoon find out that nothing's wrong, 
From ſigns. and evidences clear, 
Of wiſe contrivance every where, 
The Hermit- ended, and the youth 

Became a convert to the truth; . 
At leaſt he yielded, and confeſt 5 

That all was order'd for the Fr, WII, 


| The Bears and Beer. 


| 0 
As two young Bears in wanton mood, 
Forth iſſuing from a nejighbyzrirg wood, 
Came where th' induſtrious Bees 8:dator'd 
In artful cells their 11ſcious hoard ; 
O'erjoy'd they ſeiz d with eager haſte 
Luxurious on the rich repaſt. 
Alarm'd at this, the little crew 
About their ears vindiftive flew. 
The beaſts, unable to ſuſtain 
Th' unequal combat, quit the plain; 

Half blind with rage, and wal with paigf 
Their native ſhelter chey regain 3 
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There ſit, and now, diſereeter grown, 
Too late their raſhneſs they bemoan ;; 

And this by dear experience gain, hay abe 
That pleaſure's ever bought | with, pain. 
So when the gilded baits of vice. 

Are plac'd before our longing eyes, 
With greedy haſte we ſnatch, our fill, 

And ſwallow down the latent ill, 

But when experience opes our eves, 

Away the A pleaſure flies, 

It flies, but oh ! too late we find. 

I leaves a real fling | s behind wt 
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The Por and the 76 


& Theſe are meſſengers 


& That felingl perſia me what I am.” all 


| a AY a on in ih 8 * raps at my door— 
6 1 made bold to call tis a twelvemonth and more 
I'm forry, believe me, to trouble you thus, Sir. — 

But Job would be paid, Sir, had Job .beca a mercer.” 
My friend have but. patience—* Aye theſe are your ways.” 
I have got but one fhulling to ſerve me two days 
But Sir—pr'ythee lade it, and tell your auorney, 

If your bill1s not paid, I have paid for your journey, 


Well, now thou art gone, let me govern my. paſſion, 
Aud calwly conſider, —confider, 'vexation ! 


What beggar's wife's nephew, now ſlarv'd, "bn now beaten, | 


Who, wanting to eat, fears himſelf ſhall be eaten! 

What porter, what turnſpit, can deem his caſe hard! 

Or what dun boaſt of patience that thinks of a bd! 
Well, lt leave this poor trade, for no trade can be poorer, 
Tus ſhoe· hoy, or courtier, or Pump, or procurer ; 


- 


r 999 1 - 


hs =. , 2 


FABLES. | 47 


Get love, and reſpeft, and good living, and pelf, 
And dun ſome poor dog of a poet my ſelf. 

One's credit, however, of courſe will grow better; 
Here enters the footman, and brings me a letter, 


% Dear Sir! I received your obliging epiſtle, 
Your fame is ſecure - bid the critics go Ehillle. 
J read over with wonder the poem you ſent me; 
And I muſt ſpeak your praiſes, no ſoul ſhall prevent me. 
The audience, believe me, cry'd out every line 
Was ſtrong, was affecting, was juſt, berg fra 4 
All pregnant, as gold is, with worth, weight, and beauty, 
And to hide ſuch a genius was—far from your duty. 
I forelee that the court will be hugely delighted ; 
Sir Richard, for much a Jeſs genius, was knighted. 
Adieu, my good friend, and for high life prepare ye; 
I could ſay much more, but you're modeſt, I ſpare ye.“ 
Quite fir'd with the flattery, I call for my paper, 
And waſte that, and health, and my time, and my taper z 
1 ſcribble till morn, when, with wrath no ſmall ſtore, 
Comes my old friend the mercer, and raps at my door. 
« Ah! friend, tis but idle to make ſuch a pother, I 
Fate, fate has ordain'd us to plague one another,” 
| Wn SHENSTONE, 
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Cupid and Plutus. 


y y HEN Ceha, love's eternal foe, 
To rich old Gomez firſt was marry'd ; 
And angry Cupid came to know, , 
His ſhafts had err'd, his bow miſcarry'd ; 


He ſigh'd, he wept, he hung his head, 

| On the cold ground, full ſad, he laid him; 

When Plutus, there by fortune led, | 

In this deſponding plight ſurvey'd him, 
C2 | 
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And ſure, he-ery'd, you'll own at laſt 5 

Your boaſted power by mine exceeded; 5 
Say, wretched boy, now all is paſt, ; with) PROT ONT 
How little ſhe, your ellorts heeded... | 


If with ſucceſs-you would aſſfail. 2 
Gild, Ks BY doubly. gild your arrows : 5 1 
Little the feather'd ſbafts avail,, - 
Though wing'd from. Mamma s doves and ILY 


What though each reed, "each; arrow grew, 
| Where Venus bath'd herſelf; depend on't, 


Twere more for uſe, for beauty too, 


A Gamagg ſparkled at che end on * 


Peace, Plates peace \—the boy replytd ;. 
Were not my arts by your's infeſted, | 
1 could each other power deride, 


. And rule this e vnmolelled. \ 


See youder pair ! no o worldly. views 
In Chloe's gen'rous breaſt reſided; | 3 
Love bade her the ſpruce yalet chooſe, | — 
And ſhe by potent love was guided. 


For this ! ſhe quits her golden dreams, 
In her gilt coach no more ſhe ranges; 
And her rich crimſon, bright with gems, 
Fer checks u F tere with tears, ſhe changes. 


Think not ſa momſtrous my race is; 
You gain'd this ny mph—that very hour 
I gaiy'd 2 {core | in | di ferent places. 1 


Thougb. ſordid Celia ein' d your 14 er, 
ty 


T AB L. E S. 
The captive ee 7 ve 


A PART of huſſars * late . 
For prog and plunder ſcour'd the plaigs, | 
The enemy ſurpris'd, and beat, 
And brought their trumpeter 1 in chains. 1 
In doleful plight, the unhappy bard. © 
For quarter begg'd on bended knee, 
Pity, good firs | In truth 'tis hard _ 
To kill a harmleſs enemy. 


Theſe hands, of Naughter i Volt RS n 
Ne'er brandiſh'd the deſtruttive word, 

To you or yours no hurt I e 3 
O take a poor muſician's word. 


But the ſtern foe, with generous rage, 


Scoundrel reply'd, thou firſt ſhalt 1 


Who, urging others to en 


From fame and danger baſely fly. 


The brave by law of arms we ſpare, 
Thou by the [.angman ſhalt expire; 
Tis juſt, and not at all ſevere, 
Jo ſtop the breath that blew the fire. 
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The bald-pated fquire, and the Fly, 
NOBLE 'ſquire, whoſe blood ran higher 


Than that of any other *{quire, 

Upon a mountain's top one * 

Ex pos'd to Sol's meridian ra 

While at the heut he curs'd, and core, 
Exhal'd a ſea at every pore: 

At laſt, ſuch infults to evade, 


He tought a trce's protebung ſhade ; 


| 


1 

|| 
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Off in a pet his beaver flies, 
And flaxen wig, time's belt diſguiſe, 
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Where, as he lay diſſolv'd in heat, l 
Wiping many a rivulet, 


Thus as he. lay with numſkul bare, 
And courted the refreſhing air, 
New perſecutions Rill appear, 

A noiſy fly offends his ear. 8 
Alas! what man of paris and ſenſe 
Could bear ſuch vite impertinence ? 
Yet ſo diſcourteous 1s our fate, 

Fools always buz about the great, 
This inſeft by his active ſpight, 
Teaz d him with never-cealing bite, 
In vain with open hands he tries 

To guard his eats, his noſe, his eyes; 
For now at laſt, familiar grown, 

He perch'd upon his worſhip's crown; 
Red now what rhetoric could aſſuage 
The furious *ſquire, fark mad with rage ? 
Impatient at the foul diſgrace, 

From inſet of ſo mean a race; 

And plotting vengeance on his foe, 
With double fiſt he aims a blow: 

The nimble infeft took his flight, 
Avoiding this unequal fight. 


So that theſtroke with all its weight 


Fell on his own beloved pate, _ 
Thus much he gain'd by this bold deed, 
He miſf d the fly, and broke his head. 
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And labours hardly to ſupply, 


Ibid, 


F A B L ES. 21 


With wholeſome cates and. homely tares, 
His numerous ee family; 


Upon a viſit met one e day 
His couſin Ily, in all his pride, 


A courtier inſoſent and gay, 


To Goody Maggot pear ally'd : 


The humble inſet lowly bow'd, 
And all his fineſt ee. paid, 
Of an alliance wond*'rous proud 


To ſuch a huifing e blade. 
The haughty fly look'd big, A fore 


He knew him not, nor whence he came 
Huff'd much, and with i impatience bore 
The e 7; of ſo mean à claim. 


"end Clodpate, 3 tis not the us” 


At court, to own ſuch clowns as thee,, 
Nor is it civil to intrude 


On flies of rank and quality. 
I—who, in joy a1d indolence, - 

Converſe with. monarchs and grandees, 
Regaling every nicer ſenſe 

Wich olios, ſoups, and fricalſees ; 


Who kiſs each beauty? s balmy Up. 
Or gently buz into her ear, 
About her ſnowy boſom {kip, 


Eu joy the ſweets and know no care. 


3 
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The ant, who could no Rake bear TE 
His coulin's infolence and pride, 
Toſs'd up his head, and with an air 
Ol conſcious worth thus quick reply d: f 
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Vain inſet ! know, the time will come, 
When the court-fun no more {hall ſhine, 


When froſts thy gaudy limbs benumb, 
And damps about thy wings thall twine; 


When ſome dark dirty hole ſhall hide 
And cover thy neglected heady 

When all this lofiy bell ing pride 
Shall burſt, and ſhrink 1 into a ſhade : 


Take heed, left fortune change the ſcene: 
Some of thy brethren I remember, 
In June have r 13 been, 2% 
+> But flarving dy* | 


_ Bid, 
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. Bp ay the fx of thei, 
The fex the charge deny'd; | 
To the grave ape the caſe was left, 
In juſtice to decide. | 


Wiſe Pug with comely fapience fate," 
And nodded o'er the laws, 

Diſtinguiſh'd well through the debate, 

| And thus adjudg'd the cauſe : 

| The goods are ſtole, but not from thee, 
—— Two ſorry rogues well met, 

4 Thou ſhalt be bang d for perjury 

He for an arrant c 


FABLES. 
The Dog and the Bear. 


Town burning with deſire, 
A dog of mettle and of hte. 
With Urſin grim, an errant bear, 
Maintain'd 9 and dubions war; 
Capricious fortune would declare, 
Now for the dog, and now the bear. 
Thus having try'd their courage fairly, 
Brave Urſin firſt deſir'd a parly ; * 
Stout combatant (quoth he) whoſe might 
I've ſelt in many a bloody fight, 
Tell me the cauſe of all this pother, 
And why we worry. one another ? 
That is a point, the cur: reply'd, 
Our maſters only can decide. 
While you and I our. heart's blood ſpill, 
They prudently their. pockets fill; 
TTalloo us on with all their might, * 
To turn a penny by the fight, 
If that's the caſe, return'd the bear, 
"Tis time at laſt to end the war;: 
Thou keep thy teeth, and I my claus, 
To combat in a nobler cauſe, 

Sleep in a whole ſkin, I adviſe, | 
And'let them bleed, who gain the prize, 


— 
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The Wolf and the Dog, 


A PROWLING wolf that ſcour'd the plaint, 
To eaſe his hunger's daily pains 3 

R agged-as courtier in diſprace, 

Hide-bound, and lean, and out of caſe ; 

By chance a well-fed dog eſpy'd, 

And being kin, and near ally'd, 

He civilly ſalutes the cur, 

How do you, coz ? Your ſervant, fir 
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O happy friend! how gay thy mien! we 
How piunp thy ſides how fleck thy ſkin! 
While I, alas decsy'd and ond, © © 
With hunger pin'd, and -ftiffwith cold, 

Wich many a how, and hideous groan, 5 
Tell the relentleſs woods my moan” © © | : 
Pr'ythee, my bappy friend impart 

Thy wond'rous, cunning, thriving art. 

Why faith, Ill tell thee as a friend, 

But hilt thy ſurly manners mend ; 

Be complai/ant ,obliging, kind, 

And leave the wolf for once behind. 

The wolf, whoſe mouth began to water, 

Wich joy and rapture gallop'd after, 

When thus the dog : At bed and board, 

I ſhare the plenty of my lord; '- 

From every gueſt I claim a fee, | 

Who court my lord by bribing me : 

In mirth I revel all the day, 
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And many a game at romps I play: 
Iæ fetch and carry; leap o'er ſticks, 
And twenty ſuch diverting tricks. | ; 
*Tis pretty, faith, the wolf reply d, | 
And on his neck the collar ſpy'd : | , 
Then ſtarts, and without more ado R ö 
He bids the abjett wretch adieu: bone | 
Enjoy your dainties, friend ; to | 
The Bohle fealt is liber. 
The famiſh'd wolf upon the plains,  . - 


Is happier than 3 cur in chains. Ibid, 
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\ 7 ye comrades, as grave authors lays 7 | 
(But in what chapter, page, or line, 4 

Ye critics, if ye pleaſe, define) F 

Had found an oyſter in their way, 


f FABLE & 


2 and foul debate aroſe, 

och viewed at once with greedy eyes, 
Both challeng'd the delicious prize, 

And bigh words ſoon improv'd to blows, 


ARions on actions hence ſucceed, 

; Each hero's obſtinately Rout, 7 

3 Green bags and parchments fly about, 
1 Pleadings are drawn, and counſel fee'd. 


A The parſon of the place, good man! 
A Whoſe kind and charitable heart 

1 In human ills ſtill bore a part, 

1 Thrice ſhook his head, and thus began: 
Neighbours and friends, refer to me 

4 This doughty matter in diſpute, 
| I'll ſoon Sole th* important ſuit, 


And finiſh all without a fee. 
Give me the oyſter en 8 


| He opens it, and at one. ſup 
5 Gulps the conteſted triſle up, 
And, ſmiling, gives to each a ſhell, 


Henceforth let fooliſh diſcord ceaſe, 
Your oyſter's good as eber was eat; 
I thank you for my dainty treat, 

God bleſs you both, and live in peace. 


Mon. ; 
Baniſh thoſe vermin of debate, 
That on your ſubſlance feed; 


The knaves, who now are fery'd in plate, 
Would ſtarve, if fools agreed, 


D 


| biz; 
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The Sheep and the Buſh. 


b A sn SHEEP, nr brute ! one morn 
Retir'd beneath a ſpreading thorn, 
A pealing florm to ſhun ; 2 
Eſcap'd indeed both rain and wind. 48 
But left, alas! bis fleece behind: | 
* Was ut not WHT done 45 
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Beneath the blaſt while pliant ofiers bend, 
The ſtubborn oak each furious wind ſhall rend; 
Diſcreetly yield, and patiently endure, 


Such common evils as admit no cure, Ibia | 


The Frogs' Choice, EA 
Altered en SOMERVILLE. | 


= IN a wild ſlate of td long 

1 The croaking frogs at random Jiv'c, 

| : The weak a prey unto the ſtrong, 
Wich anarchy oppreſs'd and griev'd. 

At length the reſlleſs lawleſs rout, 

Taught by their fufferings, grew devour 2 
An embaſſy to Jove they ſent, _ 
And begg'd his highneſs would beſtow 
Some ſettled form of government, 
A king to rule the fens below. . 
Jove, ſmiling, grants their odd requeſt, 
A king th' indulgent power beltowd?, 
And thought a log might ſuit them beſt, | 
So threw them down the lifeleſs load. 
»The waters daſh againſt the ſhore, Dy 
Ihe hollow echoing cavern, roar ; 

I The tocks return the dreadful ſound, 

il * ++ Couvullicns ſhake the looſen'd ground. 

1 wy The multitude with horror fled, : 

i And ſkulking hid each coward head, 
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When all is now grown calm again, 

And ſmoothly glides the liquid plain, 

A frog more reſolute and bold. 
Peeping with caution from his hold; | 
Recover'd from his firſt ſurpriſe, 

He ſaw—but ſcarce believ'd his eyes, | 
Then cry'd look where the lubber lies, 
Extended at his eaſe, content: 

Is this the monarch Jove has ſent, 
O ir noble warlike troops to lead ? 
This is a glorious prince indeed ; 

By ſuch an active gen'ral led, 

What routed mice our arms ſhall dread! 
Then laughing impudently loud, 

He ſoon alarm'd the daſtard crowd. 

The croaking nations wich contempt 

Behold the worthlefs indolent, 

On wings of winds, ſwift ſcandal flies, 
Lampoons, coarſe treaſons, blaſphemies. 
On their inſulted king they ſtride, 
And thus the royal log deride. | 


Once more to Jove their pray 'rs addreſt,, 
Again Jove grants their wild requeſt: 
A ſtork he ſends of monſttous ſize, 
Red lightning flaſhing in his eyes; 
Rul'd by no block, as heretofore, 
They flock their emperor to adore. 
The gazing crowds preſſ'd to his court; * 
Admire his ſtate, his haughty port, | 
Addreſſes of co:; gratulation, i 
Are ſent from ev'ry corporation | 9 
Full- freight with truth if not with ſenſe, 13 
And cram'd brim full of eloquence. 1 4 
Night came at length; kings muſt have meat; 
The Emperor firſt the Vizier eat, 8 


» 
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And this, ſaid he, and this is mine, 
And this I claim by right divine: 
In ſhort,” *twas all for public weal, 
He ſwallow'd nations at a meal, 
Again they beg Almighty Jove, 
This cruel tyrant to remove. 
Wich fierce reſentment in his eyes, 
The frowning thunderer replies; 
Thoſe evils which yourſelves create, 
Raſh fools! ye now repeat too late; 
Made wretched by the public voice, 
Not —— neceſſity, but choice 
Be Nor wreft ſome heavier curſe, 
Better bear this ſtork, than worſe, 
| Mo RAL. | 
Oppreſs'd with happineſs and ſiek with eaſe, 
Not heaven itſelf our fickle minds can pleaſe. 
Still roving, ſtill deſiring, never pleaſ'd, 
With plenty flarv'd, and ev'a with health difeaſ'd, 
With partial eyes cath preſent good we view, 
Nor covet what is beft, but what is ner, : 
| Ye powers above who make mankind your care, 
To bleſs the n rejett his Prayer! 4 
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The Cock and the Fox : 
Alter'd from * 


1 va, as authors tell, in a of yore, 
A widow et old, and poor: 
Deep in her cell her cottage lonely ſtood, 
Well chatch'd, and under covert of a ond. 
This dowager, on whom my tale I found, 
Since laſt the laid her huſhand in he om 
A ſimple ſober life, in patience, led, 
And had but juſt wo to buy der bread; 
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XZ But huſwifing the little Heaven had lent, 
She duly By, a groat for quarter rent: 
And pinch'd her belly, with her b Adj twe, 
To bring the year about with much ado 
3 The cattle in her homeſtead were three ſows, 
An ewe call'd Molly, and three brindled cows. 
Her parlour window ſtuck with herbs around, 
Of ſavoury ſmell ; and ruſhes ſtrew'd the ground, 
= A maple-dreffer"in her hall ſhe had, 
On which full many a ſlender meal ſhe made; 
For no delicious morſel paſs'd her throat; 
According to her cloth he cut her coat : 


No poignant ſauce ſhe knew, nor coſtly treat, 


Her hunger gave a reliſh to her meat : 

A ſparing diet did her health aſſure ; 

Or, ſick, a pepper poſſet was her cure. 

Before the day was done, her work ſhe ſped,” 

Aud never went by candle-light to bed; 

With exerciſe ſhe rooted humours out, 

Her dancing was not hinder'd by the gout. 

Her poverty was glad; her heart content; 

Nor knew ſhe what the ſpleen or vapours meant, 
Of wine ſhe, never taſted through the year, 

But white and black was all her homely cheer : 


Brown bread, and milk (but firſt ſhe ſkim'd her bowls, 


And raſhers of ling'd bacon on the coals, | 
On holy days, an egg, or two at moſt ; a 
But her ambition never reach'd to roaſt. 

A yard fhe had with pales incios'd about, 
Some high, ſome low, and a dry ditch without. 
Within this homeſtead, liv'd, without a peer, 
For crowing loud, the noble Chanticleer ; 

So blithe a bird, his ſinging did ſurpaſs 
The merry notes of organs at the maſs. 
More certain was the crowing of the cock 
To number hours, than is an abbey-clock ; 
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And. ſooner than the mattin-bell was rung, 
He clapt his wings upon his root, and ſung: 
High was his comb, and coral-red withal, 

In derits embattled like a caſlle wall; 
His bill was raven-black, and ſhone like jet: 

Blue were bis legs, and orient were his feet: 
White were his nails, like ſilver to behold 
His body glittering like the burniſh'd gold. 
From many wives our nero ſet apart, 
Dame Partlet as the ſov'reign of his heart; 
She was his only joy, and he her pride, 

She, when he walk'd, went pecking by his fide ; 
If, ſpurning up the ground, he ſprung a corn, 
The tribute in his bill to her was borne. 

But, oh! what joy it was to hear him ſing 

In ſummer, when the day began to ſpring, 
Stretching his neck, and warbling in his chroat, 
Solus cum ſola.” then was all his note. 

For inthe days of yore, the birds of parts 

Were bred to ſpeak, and learn the lib'ral arts. 

It happ'd that, perching on the parlour-beam 

Amidſi his wives, he had adeadly Lean, 

Juſt at the dawn; and ſigh'd, and groan'd fo falt, 
s if each breath he drew would be his laſt, 
Dame Partlet, ever neareſt to his fide, 

Heard all his piteous moans, and how he cry'd 
For help from Gods and men: and fore aghaſt 
She peck'd and pull'd and waken'd him at laſt, 
Dear heart, ſaid ihe, for love of heaven declare 
Your pain, and make me partner of your care, 

You groan, Sir, ever ſince the morning-light, 
As ſomething had diſturb'd your noble ſpright. 

And madam, well I might ſaid Chanticleer, 
Never were ſhrovetide cock in ſuch a fear, 
Ev*n ſtill 1 run all over in a fweat, 


My princely ſenſes not recover'd. yet, 
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For ſuch a dream 1 had of dire portent, 
That much I fear my happy days are ſpent 3 
It bodes I ſhall have wars and woeful ſtrife, 
Or in a loathſome dungeon end my life, 
Know, dame, I dreamt within my troubled breaſt 
That in eur yard I ſaw a murd'rous beaſt, 


That on my body would have made arreſt, 
Wich waking eyes I neꝰ er beheld his fellow; 


His colour was betwixt a red and yellow : 
Tipp'd was his tail, and both his pricking ears 
Were black, and much unlike his other hairs :' 
The reſt, in ſhape, a beagle's whelp throughout, 
Wuh broader forehead, and a ſharper ſnoat : 
Deep in his front were ſunk his glowing eyes, 
That yet methinks I ſee him with ſurpriſe, 
Reach out your hand, I drop with clammy ſweat, 
And lay it to my heart, and feel it beat, p 
Now fy for ſhame, quoth ſhe, by Heay'n above, 
Thou halt forever loſt thy lady's love; 

No woman can endure a recreant knight, 

He muſt be bold by day, and free by night; 
Our ſex deſires a hoſband or a friend, 
Who can our honour and his own defend ; 

Wiſe, hardy, ſecret, lib'ral of his purſe ; 

A fool 1s nauſeous but a coward worſe : 

No bragging coxcomb, yet no baffled knight, 
How dar'ſt thou talk of love, and dar'ſt not fight ? 
How dar'ſt thou tell thy dame thou art affear'd? © 
Haſt thou no manly heart, and haſt a beard p 

If ought from fearful dreams may be divin'd, 


They ſignify a cock of dunghill kind. 


All dreams as in old Galen I have read, 


Are from repletion and complexion, bred ; 


From riſing fumes of indigeſted food, | 
And noxious humours that infe& the blood; 
And ſure, my lord, if I can read aright, 


Theſe ſooliſu fancies, you have had to-night, 
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Are certain ſymptoms (in the canting flile) 
Of boiling choler, and abounding bile ; 

This yellow gall chat in your ſtomach floats, 
Engenders ali theſe viſionary thoughts. | 
When choler overflows, then dreams are bred 
Of flames, and all the family of red; -7 
Red dragon's and wild. deaſts, in ſleep we view, 
For hum ours are diſtinguiſh'd by their hue, 


From het ce we dream of wars and warlike things, 


And walps and hornets with their double wings. 


Choler at beſt congeals our blood with fear, 
Then black bulls toſs us, and blue devils tear. 
In ſanguine airy dreams aloft we bound, - 


With rheums oppreſs'd we fink in rivers drown'd. 


More I could ſay, but thus conclude my theme, 
The dominating humour makes the dream. 

Cato was in his time accounted wiſe, * 
And he condemns them all for empty lies. 
Take my advice, and when we fly to ground, 
With laxitives preſerve your body ſound, 
I ſhould be loth to lay you on a bier; 
And though there lives no pothecary near, 
I dare for once preſcribe for your diſeaſe, 
And fave long bills, likewiſe a doctor's fees. 
Two ſov'reign herbs which I by practice know, 
And both at hand (for in our yard 55 grow); 
On peril of my foul ſhall rid you wholly | 
Of yellow choler, and of melancholy: _ 
You mull both bleed and vomit, ; but ohey, 
And for the love of heav'n make no delay. 
Since hot and dry in your complexion join, 
Beware the ſun when in a vernal ſign; 
For when he mounts exalted in the ram, 
If then he finds your body in a flame, A 
Replete with choler, I dare lay a groat, 
A tertian ague is at laſt your lot. 
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Pechaps a fever which the Gods forefend, 
May * your youth to ſome untimely end: 
And therefore, Sir, as you deſire to live, 

A day or two before your laxative, 


Lake juſt three worms, nor under nor abave, 


. And of ground- ivy a 


HgHecauſe tbe Gods r f numbers love. 
a leaf or two, 

All which within our yard or garden grow. 
Eat theſe, and be, my lord, of better cheer ; 
Your father's ſan was never born to fear, 

Madam, quoth he, grammerey ſor your care, 
But Cato, whom you quoted, you may ſpare : 
*Tis true, a wiſe and worthy man he ſeems, 
And as you ſay, gave no belief to dreams: 
But other men of more authority, 
And, by th'immortal powers, as wiſe as he, 
Maintain, with ſounder ſenſe, that dreams forbode ; 
For Homer plainly ſays they come from God. 
Nor Cato ſaid it: but-lome modern fool 
Impos'd in Cato's name on boy's at ſchool. 
Believe me, madam, morning dreams foreſhew 
Th' events of things, and future weal or woe: 
Some truths are-not by reaſon to be try'd, 
But we have ſure experience for our guide. 
An ancient author, equal with the beſt, 
Relates this tale of dreams among the reſt. 

Two friends or brothers, with devout intent, 
On ſome far pilgrimage together went, 
It happen'd ſo that, when the ſun was down, 
They juſt arriv'd by twilight at a town : 
That day had been the baiting of a bull, 


| *T'was at a feaſt, and every inn ſo full, 


That no void room in chamber, or on gr. 
And but one ſorry bed was to be found: 
And that ſo little it would hold but one, 

Though till this hour they never lay alone. 
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. they forc'd to part; one e ſtay'd behind, 

His fellow ſought what lodging he could find: 
At laſt he found a ſtall where oxen Rood, 

And that he rather choſe than lie un, 

Twas in a diſtant yard without a door; | 
But, for his eaſe, well litter'd was the. floor. ©  — 
His fellow, who the narrow bed bad kept, | 

Was weary, and without a rocker llept: : 
Supine he ſnor'd ; but in the dead of night, 
He dreamt his fried appear'd before his ſight, 
Who, with his ghailly look and doleful ery, 
Said, Help me, brother, or this night Ldie: 
Ariſe and help, before all help be vain, , 
Or in an ox 's fall I Wall be ſlain. ' 
Rons'd from his reſt. he waken'd in a fart, 
Sbiv'ring with "Fat and with aching heart 3 Fr vs" 
At length to cure himſelf by reaſon tries; Y 
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Tis but a dream, and what are dieams but lies ? 

So thinking, chang' d bis fide and cloſ'd his eyes. 
. His dream returns; his friend appears again: A 
I The murd'rers come, now help, or I am {lain : 4 
| Tas but a viſion ſtill, and viſions are but vain. | 1 


He dreamt the third; but. gow bis friend appear'd 


The deed is dove ; but yet revenge my fate: 
Tardy of aid, addon thy heavy eyes, , 

| Adobe. and with the dawning day ariſe : 
Take to the weſtern gate thy ready way, 
For by that paſſage they my corpſe convey : 
My corpſe is in a tumbcil laid, among 
The filth and ordure, and enclos'd withdung : 
That cart arreſt; and raiſe a common cry; 
For ſacred bunger of my gold, I die: 

Then ſhew'd his griſly wound: and laſt he drew. 
A piteous figh, and took a long adieu, 


WE Pale, naked, pierc'd wah wounds, with blood beſmear d, 1 
Ü hrice warn'd, awake, ſaid he relief is late, | $ 
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The frighted friend aroſe by break of day, 

And found the ſtall where late his fellow lay. 

Then of his impious hoſt enquiring more, | 

Was an{wer'd that his gueſt was gone before: 
Muttering, he went, ſaid he, by morning light, 
And much complain'd of his ill reſt by night. 

© This rais'd ſuſpicion in the pilgrim's mind; 

& Becauſe all bots are of an evil kind; | 


And oft to ſhare the ſpoils with robbers join'd. 


His dream confirm'd his thought: with troubled look a 


Straight to the weſtern gate his way he took; 
There, as his dream foretold, a cart he found, 
That carry d compoſt forth to dung the ground. 
This when the pilgrim ſaw, he ſtreteh'd his throat, 
And cry'd out murder with a yelling note. 
My murder'd fellow in this cart hes dead, 
Vengeance and juſtice on the villain's head. 
Ye magiſtrates, who ſacred laws diſpenſe, _ 
On you I call to puniſh this offence. 

The word thus giv'n, within a little ſpace, 
The mob came roaring out and throng'd the place. 
Allin a trice they caſt the cart to ground, 


And in the dung the murder'd body found;  * 


Though breathleſs, warm, and reeking from the wound, 


Good heaven, whoſe darling attribute we find 
Is boundleſs grace, and mercy to mankind, 
Abhors the cruel,z and the deeds of night 

By wond'rous ways reveals in open light: 
Murder may paſs unpuniſh'd for a time, 

But tardy guftice will o' ertake the crime, 

And oft a ſpeedier pain the guilty feels: 

The hue and cry of heav'n purſue his heels, 
Freſh from the fact, as in the preſent caſe, 

The criminals are ſeiz'd upon the place: 

Still in denial, as the law appoints, © | 

On engines they diſtend their tortur'd joints: 
So was confe{kon forc'd, th'offence was known, 


And public juſtice on th' offenders done, 
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+ Here may you ſee that viſions are to dread ; 
And in the page that follows this, I read 
Of two young merchants, whom the hope of gain 
Induc'd in partnerſhip to croſs the main : | 
Waiting till willing winds their fails ſupply'd, 
Within a ſeaport — they long abide, 
One evening it befel, that looking out, 
The wind they long had wilh'd was come about: 
Well pkas'd they wo to relt ; and if the gale 
Till morn — boch reſolv'd to ſail. 
But as together in a bed lay, 
The — had a . of day. 
A man he thought ſtood frowning at his ſide: 
Who warn'd him for his ſafety to provide, 
Nor put to ſea, but ſafe on ſhore abide, 
I come, thy genius, to command thy lay ; . 
Truſt not the winds, for fatal is 7 wg day, 
And death unhop'd at the wat'ry. way. 
The viſion fad and vaniſh'd from n his ſight : 
The dreamer waken'd in a mortal fright : 
Then pull'd his drowſy neighbour, and declar'd 
What in his ſlumber be had ſeen and heard. 
His friend ſmil'd ſcornful, and with proud contempt 
- ge as idle what his fellow dreamt. 
who will ſtay ; for me no fears reſtrain, 
—— 0 follow —— the god of gain; 
Let each man do as to his fancy ſeems, 
I wait not, I, till you have better dreams. 
Dreams are but interludes which fancy makes; 
"When monarch reaſon ſleeps, this mimic wakes ; 
Compounds a medly of disjointed things, 
A mob of «oblers, wy a court-of kings : 
Light fuaies are merry, groſſer fumes are ſad, 
Both are the reaſonable ſoul run mad; 
And many monftrous forms in lleep we ſee, 
That neither were, nor are, nor e'er can be. 
Sometimes forgotten things long caſt behind, 
Ruſk forward in the brain, and come to mind, 
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The nurſes legends are for truth's receiv d, 
And the man dreams but what the boy believ'd. 
Sometimes we but rehearſe a former play, 
The night reſtores. our actions done by day; 
Ass hounds in fleep will open for their prey. 


In ſhort, the farce of dreams is of a piece, 


Chimeras all; and mote abſurd, or lefs ; 

You, who believe in tales, abide alone ; 

Whate'er I get this voyage is my own. 
Thus while he ſpoke, he heard the ſhouting crew 

That call'd aboard, and took his laſt adieu, 

The veſſel went before a merry gale, 

And for quick paſſage put on ev' ry fail ; 

But when leaſt fear'd, and ev 'n in open day, 

The miſchief overtook her in the way: 

Whether ſhe ſprung a leak, I cannot find 

Or whether ſhe was overſet with wind, 

Or that ſome rock below her bottom rent; 


But down at once with all her creu the went: | 


Her fellow ſhips from far her loſs; deſcry'd: 
But only ſhe was ſunk, and all were fal beſide. 
By this example you are taught again, 
That dreams 7 viſions are not always vain: 
But if, dear Parlet, you are fhll in doubt. 
Another tale ſhall make the former out. 
Kenelm the ſon of Kenulph. Mercia's king, 
Whoſe holy life the legends loudly: fing, 
Warn'd in a dream, his murder did foretel 

From point to point as after it befel; 

All circumſtances to his nurſe he told 

(A wonder from à child of ſev ?n years od); 
The dream with horror heard, the good old wife 
From reaſon, counſel'd him to guard his life; 

But cloſe to keep the ſecret in his mind, 

For a boy's viſion ſmall belief would find. 

The pious child, by promiſe bound, obey'd | 
Nor was the fatel murder long delay d: 
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By Quenda ſlain, he fell before his time, 
Made a young martyr by his ſiſter's crime. 


The tale is told by venerable Bede, | (143% 
Which at your better leiſure you may read, 


Macrobius too relates the virion ſent 
To the great Scipio, with the fam'd event: 
Objethons makes, but after, makes replies, 
And adds, that dreams are often propheſies. 

Of r. you may read in holy writ, 
Who, when the kin Nis viſion did forget, 
Could word for wire the wondrous dream N 
Nor leſs of patriarch oſeph underſtand, | 
Who by a dream enſlav'd' th* Egyptian land, 
The years of plenty and of dearth foretold, 
When, for their bread, their liberty on ed. 8 
Nor muſt th' exalted butler be fork 
Nor he whoſe dream preſag'd his anging lot. 
And did not Crœſus the ſame death "—_ 
Rais'd in his viſion on a lofty tree ? 65 


The wife of Hedtor, in his utmoſt Rue, 


Dreamt oſ his death the night before he 27d. A V. 
Well was he warn'd from battle to refrain, 


But dar'd che dream, and by his foe was flain. 
Much more 1 know, which I forbear to ſpeak,' 

For ſee the ruddy day begins to break; 

Let this ſuffice, that plainly J foreſee 

My dream was bad, and bodes adv aeg 

But neither pills nor laxitives I like, 


They only ſerve to make the well dag ck: 


Of theſe his gain the ſharp phyſician makes, 
And oft gives phy fe that he ſeldom taxes: 
bay foe not correct, but poi ſon all the blood, 


An ne'er did any but the doctors good, "7 - 


Their tribe, trade, trinkets, I defy them all; 
Wich every work of pothecary's hall. 
Theſe melancholy matters I forbear: 


But let me tell thee, Parlet mine, and Apa! © 
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That when I view the beauties of thy face, 
I fear not death, nor dangers, nor diſgrace: 
So may my ſoul have bliſs, as when I ſpy _ 
The ſcarlet red about thy partridge eye. 


XZ While thou art conſtant to thy own true kuight, 
While thou art mine, and I am thy delight, 
All ſorrows at thy preſence take their flight, 
== For true it is, as © in principio, | 
Mulier eſt hominis confuſio,“ | 
Madam, the meaning of this Latin is, 


That woman is to man his ſovereign bliſs. 
And you are ſuch a ſolace io my. mind, 
That all my boding cares are call behind; 


And ev'n already 1 forget my dream : 


He faid, and downward flew from oft the beam, 

For day-light now began apace to ſpring, _ 

The thruſh to whiſtle, and the lark to ſing. 

Then crowing clapp'd bis wings, th! appointed call, 

Clucking his wives together in the hall. | 
By this the widow had unbarr'd the door, 

And Chanticleer went ſtrutting out before, 

Z With royal courage, and with heart fo light, 

As ſhew'd he ſcorn'd the viſions of the night. 

Nou roaming in the yard he fpurn'd the ground, 

And gave to Parlet the firſt grain he found, a 

He cluck'd again, when other corns he found, 

And ſcarely deign'd to ſet a foot to ground. 

But ſwagger'd like a lord about his hall, 

And all his wives came running at his call, 

3 *'Twas now the month in which the world began 

(If March beheld the firſt created man): 

And ſince the vernal equinox, the ſun, 

In Aries twelve degrees, or more, had run 

When caſting up his eyes againſt the light, 

Both month, and day, and hour, he meaſur'd right; 

And told more truly than th' Ephemeris: 

For art may err, but nature cannot miſe, 
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Thus numb'ring times and ſeaſons in his breaff, 
His ſecond crowing the third hour con feſs d. 
Then turning, ſaid to Partlet, See, my dear, 

How, laviſh nature has adorn'd the year ; 

How the mroſe and btue violet ſpring, 
And er aur lay their throats, diſus'd to . | 
All theſc are ours; and I with pleafure fee 

Man ſtrutting on two legs, and aping me: 
An unlledg'd creature, of a lumpiſh frame, 
Endow'd with fewer particles of flame: 
Our dame fits couring o'er a kitchen fire, 

I draw freſh air, and nature's works admire: | 
And ev'n this day, in more delight abound, 
Than, fince I was an egg, I ever found. 
The time ſhall come when Chantictcer ſhall with 

His words unſaid, and hate his boaſted blifs : 
The creſted bird ſhall by experience know, | 
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Jove made not him his maſter-piece below; 
And learn the latter end of joy is woe, 

The veſſel of his bliſs to dregs is run, 

And heav'n will have him taſte his other tun. 

Ve wiſe, draw near, and hearken to my tale, 
Which proves, that oft the proud by ſtattery fail: 
The legend is as true, I undertake 
As Triſtran is, and Launcetot of the lake; 
Which all our ladies in ſuch reverence hold, 

As if in book of mariyrs it weie told. 
A fox full-fraught with feeming ſandtity, 
That fear'd an oath, but like the devil, would lie; 
Who look'd hke Lent, and had the holy leer, 
And durſt not ſin before he ſaid his prayer; 
This pious cheat, that never ſuck'd the blood, 
Nor chew'd the fleſh of lambs, but when he could 3 © 
Had paſs d three ſummers in the neighb'ring wood: 
And muſing long whom next to circumvent, 
On Chanticleer his wicked fancy bent : 
And in his high imagination cafſt,, 
By Rratagem to gratify his taſte. 
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ep . contriv'd; before the break of day, | 
Saint 3 through the hedge had made his way; 
7 The pale was next, but proud! 12 with a bound 
1 He leapt the fence of the Tborbidde n ground: 
Vel, fearing to be ſeen, within a bed 
s Hi Of coleworts he eonceal'd his wily head; 
Then ſculk'd till afternoon, and watch'd his time, 

Y © (As murderers uſe) to perpetrate his crime, 
O hypocrite, ingenious to deſtroy, 
O traitor, worſe than Sinon was to Tro) 

3 [ O vile ſubverter of the Gallic reign, 

More falſe than Gano was to Charlemaign't 2 

q O chanticleer, in an unhappy hour 

Didſt thou forſake the ſafety of thy bow?r : 
Better for thee thou hadſt believ'd thy dream, 
1 And not that day deſcended from the beam ? 
But here the dofttors eagerly diſpute : : | 
Some bold predeſtination abſolute : . 
6 Some will Lewin: that Heav'n at firſt Sreſeets 
And in the virtue of foreſight decrees. 

4 If this be - ſo, then preſcience binds the will, 
And mortals are not free to good or ill: 
But whether it were better man had been 
q By nature bound to good, not free to-fin, 
I wave, for fear of ſplitting on a rock. 
he tale I tell is only of a cock; | 

2 Who had not run the hazard of his life, 
9 Had he believ'd his dream, and not his wife: 
For women, with a miſchief to their kind, 
Pervert, with bad advice, our better mind. 
A vonan's council brought us firſt to woe, 
And made her man his paradiſe 
Where at heart's eaſe he hiv'd; and might his bobs 

As free from ſorrow as he wes from fm. 

For what the devil, had their ſex to do, 

| That, born to follow, they prefum'd to know, 
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And could not ſee the ſerpent in the graſs ? 

But I myſelf preſume, and let it — 
Silence in times of fuff'ring is the beſt, 

Tia dang'cous to diſturb an horner's neſt, 

In other anthors y ou may find enou | 

But Hoy = ſay of ret is idle ſtuff. 

Legen 8 g wits together — 

The wife 3 would throu them to the ground ; 

Theſe are the words of chanticleer, not mine, 

J honour dames, and think their ſex divine. ; 
Now to continue what my take begun; 

Lay madam Partlet baſking in the ſun, 

Breaft high in ſand , King in a row, 

Enjoy d the beams: above; the warmth below, 

The cock, that of his fleſh was ever free, 

Sung merrier than the mermaid inthe ſea ; + 

Apn fo befell, that as he caſt his eye; 

Among the colworts on a butte 

He ſaw falſe Reynard where he lay ful low : 

I need not ſwear he had no kftocrow 5: 

But cry'd cock, cock, and gave a ſuddep Rarsy” 

As ſore diſma 4 and. fr ghted at his heart 
For birds ind beaſts, —.— by nature, know 
Kinds oppoſite to theirs, and fly their foe, 

So Chanticleer, who never ſaw a fox, 
Yet ſhunn'd him as a failor ſhuns the rocks. 
But the falſe loon, who could not work his wilt 
B force, empley d his flatt'rin el 
F bay ford, ſaid he, I not offend; 4 
Are you afraid of me, that am-your Gacad ? 
I were a bealt indeed to do yow wrong, =» 
I, who have lov'd and honour'd you ſo my "Ip 
Stay, genle Sir, nor take/a'falſe alarm, 
For on my foul I never meant you harm. 
come to ſpy, nor as atraitor preſs, 
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Far be from Reynard ſo profane a — 
| 'Y But by the ſweetneſs of your voice was q 
For, as I told my beads, by chance I heard 

Tbe ſong as of an angel in the yard; 

A ſong that would have charm'd th' infernal Gods, 
And baniſh'd horror from the dark abodes ; 
Had Orpheus ſung it in the nether ſphere, | 


x 
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So much the hymn had pleas'd the tyrant's ear, 
The wife had been detain'd to keep the huſband there. 
My locd, your fire familiarly I knew, | 
"FA peer deſerving ſuch a fon as you : 

le, with your lady mother, (whom Heay'n reſt) 
Has often grac'd my houſe, and been my gueſt : 
Io view his living features, does me good; 
For I am your poor neighbour in the wood; 
And in my cottage ſhould be proud to ſee 

The worthy heir of my friend's family. 

2X Butfince I ſpeak of finging, let me ſay, 

As with an upright heart I ſafely may, | 
phat fave yourſelf, there breathes not on the ground 
One like your father for a filver ſounc. 
So ſweetly wou'd he wake the winter day, | | 
That matrons to the church miſtook their way, 
And thought they heard the merry organ play. 
And he, to raiſe his voice with Care, 
What will not beaux attempt to pleaſe the fair ? 
On tiptoe ſtood to . ſtrength, 

And ſtretch'd his comely at all his lengtnas? 
And while he Rrain'd his voice to pierce the ſkies, 

As ſaintsin raptures uſe, would ſhut his eyes, 

That the ſound ſtriving through the narrow throat, 
Hs winking might avail to mend the note. 

By this, in ſong, he never had his peer, 
From ſweet Cecilia down to Chanticteer 3 -+ <* 
Not Maro's Muſe, who ſung the mighty man, N 
Nor Pindar's heav'nly tyre, not Horace when a ſwan. 
Vour anceſtors proceed from race divine: 
From Brennus and Belinus is your line; 
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Who gave to ſov'reign Rome ſuch loud alarms, —_ 
That ev'n the prieſts were not excps'd from arms, 2} 
Beſides, a famous monk of modern times 
Has left of cocks recorded in his rhymes, 13 9 
That of a pariſh-prieſt, the ſon and heir, | N 
(When ſons of prieſts were from the proverb clear); 

Affronted once a cock of noble kind, | | 
And either lam'd his legs, or ſtruck him blind : 

For which the clerk his father was diſg grac My 
And in his benefice another plac'd. 

Now ſing, my lord, if not for love 0 
Vet for the ſake of Gr ſaint charity ; 

Make hills and dales, and earth and heav'n ies, 

And emulate your father's angel voice. 

The cock was pleas'd to hear him ſpeak ſo e 
And proud befide, as ſolar people are ; + 
Nor could the treaſon from the truth let, > 
So was he raviſh'd with this flattery: ncht 
So much the more, as, from a little elf, 
He had a high opinion of himſelf ; - 

Though belle, Leue nder and not large of N 
Concluding all the world was made {or him. 

Ve princes rais'd by poets to the Nane, Urin! 
And Alexander'd up in Br des, e 
Believe not every ſlati' ring knave's report, 

There's many a Reynard lurking in the court; 
And he ſhall be — wich more regard 
And liſten'd to, than modeſt truth is heard. 

This Chanticleer, of whom the ſtory ſings, 
Stood hig h upon his toes, and clapp'd his wings; 
Then Aesch d his neck, and wink 'd with both his eyes 
Ambnious, as he ſqught th Olympic prize. | 

But while he pain'd Timſelf to raiſe. his note, 2 
Falſe Reynard ruſh'd and caught him by the throat, 
Then on his back he laid the precious load, Fi 
And ſought his wonted ſhelter. of the weed; | : 
Swifily he he made his way, the wiſchief dove, | | I 
Of all unheeded, and purſu d by none 
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Alas, what flay is there in human late, 
1 b Or Wotan ſhun inevitable fate ? 
4 The doom was written, the decree was paſt, 
q Exe the foundations of the world were call ! 
5 In Aries though the ſun exalted ſtood, 
His patron planet to procure his good; 
Vet Saturn was his mortal foc, and he, 
1 gn Libra rais'd oppos'd the ſame degree : 
= The rays both good-and bad-of equal pow'r, 
x Wrach thwarting other made a mingled hour. 
q On Friday m>rn he dreamt this direful dream, 
| I Croſs to the worthy native, in his {ſcheme ! | 
Ah bliſsful Venus, Goddeſs of delight, 
Wow could'ſt thou ſuffer thy devoted knight, 
3 On thy own day to fall by foe pane y 
The wight of all the world who ſerv'd thee belt ? 
4 Who, true to love, was all for recreation, | 
And minded not the work of propagation. 
© Ganfride, who could'ſt ſo well in rhyme complain 7 
4 
he death of Richard with an arrow llain, 
| 'Y Why had not I thy Maſe, or thou my heart, 
I oo ling this heavy dirge with equal art! 
FT hat I like thee on Friday might complain ; 
For on chat day was 44 de Lion ſlain. 
Not louder cries, when Illium was in 
L ere ſent to heav'n by, woeful Trojan dames, 


hen Pyrrhus toſs d on high his burniſh'd blade, | 


And offer'd Priam to bis father's ſhade, 
Than for the cock the widow'd poultry. made. 
Fair Partlet. firſt, when he was borne from ſight. | 
Wich fov! reign, Snicks: bewail'd her captive knight: | 
Far louder than the Carthaginian wife, 

J When Aſdrubal her huſband loſt his life, | 
"FW hen ſhe beheld the (mouldering flames aſcend, 
And all the Punic glories-at an end: _ 
Willing into the fires ſhe plung'd her head, 

I Vi ich greater eaſe than others ſeek their bed, 
4 
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Not more aghaſt the matrons of renowu, 
When ty = Nero burnt th* Imperial town, 
Shriek'd for the downfallan-2+doleful cry, 
For which their gailtle(s lords were doom d to die. 
Now to my ſtory I return again: 

The trembling widow, and the daughters Waste 
This woeful cackling cry with hortor heard, 

Of thoſe diſtracted damſels in the yard; 

And ſtarting up beheld the heavy ſight. 

How Rey natd to the foteſt took his flight, 

And croſs his back, as in triumphant fcorn, 

The hope and pillar of che houſe was borne. 

- The fox, the wicked fox, was all the cry; 
Out from his houſe ran every neighbour nigh 5 
The vicar firſt, and after him the cker 
With forks find {laves, the felon to purſue. 
Ran Coll our dog, and Talbot with. ul e 
And Malkin with her diſtaff in her es 3: 

Ran cow and-calf, and family ot hogs, blue ode abi, 
In panic horror of purſuing dogs; & 2.5 wee! 
With many a deadly grunt and doleful 8 „„ 
Poor ſwine, as if thei pretty hearts would 2. 

The ſhouts of men, ine women in diſmay, 

With ſhrieks augment the terrors of the day. 

The ducks that heard the . ery'd 
And fear'd a perſecution might betide 
Full iwen * from town en take, 
Obſcure 1 ruſhes of the liquid lake. To 
The geeſe fly o'er the barn; the bees in arms 
Drive headlong from their waxen cells in — NN 
= Straw at London- ſtone, with all his rout, ve 

truck not: he city, with ſo loud a ſhout ; 

Not when with Engliſh hate they did purſue 
A Frenchman or an unbelieving Jew ; q 
Nor when the welkin rung with-one and all 5 
And echoes bounded back from Fox's hall: 

Earth ſeem'd to ſink beneath, and heav'n above to fall, 
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With might and main they chas'd the en e 
| With brazen trumpets and inflated. box, 4 
To kindle Mars, with military ſounds, 
Nor wanted horns i' inſpire ſagacious hounds. 
hut ſee how fortune can confound the wiſe, 
And, when they leaſt expect it, turn the dice. | 
> The captive cock, who ſcarce could draw his reply. * 
And lay within the very jawsof death 53 | 
vet in this agony his fancy wrought, 
And fear ſupply d him with this happy tough : 
& Your's is the prizc, viftorious prince, ſaid 
he vicar my defeat, and all the village hs 
Enjoy your friendly fortune while you may, 
And bid the:churls that envy you the prey 
Call back their mongril curs, and ceaſe their cry, }, 
See, fools, the ſhelter of the wood: is nigh, > 
And Chanticleer in your deſpight ſhall die, 
Ille ſhall be pluck'd and eaten to the bone. 
A. 'Tis well advis'd, in faich it ſhall be done 1 
This Rey nard ſaid : but as the word he ſpoke, 
The pris'ner with a ſpring from ptiſon broke: 
Ihen ſtretch'd his feather'd fans with, all his might 
And to the neighb'ring maple. wing'd his flight; A 
Y Whom when the traitor ſafe on tree beheld, 7s 
; I He curs'd the Gods, with ſhame and ſorrow fill'd ; 
Shame for his folly, ſorrow out of time, 
For plotting an unprofitable crime; 
Yet, maſtering both, ih' artificer of lies 
Renews th' . and his laſt baut ty tries. 
Though I, lad be, did ne' er in thought offend, 
How juſtly may tny lord ſuſpe& bis friend! 
Thy appearance is againſt me, Ueonfeſs, # 
Who ſeemingly have put you in diftreſs : 
You, if your goodneſs does not plead my chat 
ay; think I broke all hoſpitable laws, hi Sts 
o bear you from or palate ard by mig ty I. 1 0 
And put your noble 6.perſon mY Fright. : - "a+ e 
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This, fince you take it ill, I muſt repent, 
Though, heav'n can witneſs, with no bad intent : 
I prattis'd it to make you taſte your cheer 
With double pleaſure, firſt prepar'd by fear. 
So loyal ſubjetts often ſeize their prince, 
Forc'd (for his good) to ſeeming violence, N 
Yet mean his ſacred perſon no offence, _ 
Deſcend ; fo help me Jove as you ſhall find 
That Reynard comes of no diſſembling kind. 
Noay, quoth the cock; but I beſhrew us both, 
If I believe a ſaint upon his oath 3 _ 
An honeſt man may take a knave's advice, © 
But idiots only may be cozen'd-twice: | 
Once warn'd is well bewar'd ; not flatt'ꝰ ring lies 
Shall ſooth me more to ſing with winking eyes, 
And open mouth, for fear of catching flies. 
Who blind fold walks upon a river's brim, 
When he fho:!d ſee, has he deſerv'd to ſwim p 
Better, fir cock, let all contention ceaſe, 3#t4 
Come down; ſaid Reynard, let us treat of peace. 
A peace with all my faid Chanticleer ; 
But, with your favour, I will treat it here: 
And, left the truce with treaſon ſhould bemixt, 
Tis my concern to have the tree betwixt,,  { 
> pubs THE MORAL. _ 
In this plain fable you th' effett may ſee 
Of negligence, and fond credulity : 
And learn beſides of flatt'cers to beware, 
Then moſt pernicious when they ſpeak too fair, 
The cock and fox, the fool and knave imply ; 
The truth is moral, h the tale a lie. 
Who ſpoke in parables, 1 dare not ſay; © 
But ſure he knew it was a plealing war 
Sound ſenſe, by plain example to convey. £ 
And in a heathen author we may find, . 
That ure with inftruftion ſhould be join' d. 
So take the corn, and leave the chaff behind. 


' Wifdom, and Fancy. : 


As Wiſdom walk'd abroad one day, 1 a 
II think *twas in the month of May,— | 
With muſing lep, and ſtedfaſt eye, 
And wrapt in meditation highj, 
He ſpy'd a nymph, upon whoſe face 
Bright beauty beam'd with youthiul grace; 
Her copious tieſſes unconfin'd, 
Which wav'd and wanton'd in the wind, 
A ſweet. fantaſtic garlaud crown'd, 
Of ev'ry flow'r that paints the n 
Her rolling eye, that roving glanc'd;; 
On ev'ry {ide with look. eniranc'd, 4 1 
Shot light 'nings.3.yet by turns, Word, wear 
The graceful meltings of a fear. 
Round her ſoft lips, as roles red, 
| The dimpling {miles {wect ee W 
Now, o'er her velvet cheek. would ruſh. 
The blood: in many a fervid iluſk ; 1. 
And now, a White fuccecd, the SI 15 
More dazzling pure than mountain, now; $.:1 
A pinion from each ſhoulder grew. 
Which, tinted ſoft. with heav ' niy blue, 
Where'er ſhe ſpread them, ſparkled bright, 
With mingled waves of flaming light. 
Her careleſs veſture all unbound, 
Flow'd wantonly along the ground, 
Vet graceful flow'd'; and with her tread, 
A thouſand ebangefil hues diſplay FA 
More lovely, and more various too, 
Than ever painted Iris“ bo-w z 
Her mien was ſweetly unconſtfain'd,. . 
In ev 'ry ſlep the Graces reign'd. 1 
And full of frolic, here and there, 
Phe tript it wich a ſprightly air, 
| F 
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Comp alſi6n (ouch my breaſt and flrait 1 ors 
1 Arkck a light, unbarr'd the gate; | 
When lo! a wingea boy I ſpy d, 
Wich bow and quiver at his fide : 1 
I wonder'd at his flrange attire; 
Then friendly plac'd tam near the fire, | 
My heart was bonnteous arid bevign, 

I warm'd his little hands in mine; 

Cheer'd him with kind afhd{ions care, 

And wrung the water from his hair. 

Soon as the fraud ful youth was warm, 8 
Let's , at d he, ff any harm, | rag 
„Has chanc'd my bow! this flormy ni ght 
* fear the wet has fpoild it quite,” 
With that he bent the fatal yew, 

And to the head an arrow dre; 
Loud twang'd the ſoimding firing. the dart 
Pierc'd through my boſom to my heart; 3 
Then laugh'd amain the wanton boy, 
And * Friend,“ he eried, © F will thee j joy! 

& Undamag'd is my bow, 1 ſee, 

“ But whats rev I've made of thee : 17 
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050 CARE with induſſry and art 
At length ſo well had play*d his part, 
He beap'd up ſuch an ample ſtore, 

That av' rice could not ſigh for more: 
Ten thouſard flocks his ſhepherd told, 
His coffers cvec!low'd with ge d; 

The land all round him was ha own; 
With corn his crowded gran'cies groan. 
In ſhort, fo vaſt his charge and gau, 

That to poſſeſs thern was a pain: * 
Wich happineſs oppteſs'd he lies, n t 
And much too prudent to be wiſe. ee 
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Near him there liv'd a beauteous maid,. 
With all the charms of youth array'd ;, 
Good, amiable, ſincere, and free; 
Her name was GENEROSITY. 
*T was her's the largeſs to beſtow 
On rich and poor, on friend and foe. 
Her doors to all were open'd wide, 
The pilgrim there might ſafe abide: 
For ty hungry and the thirſty crew, 
The bread ſhe broke the drink ſhe drew; 
There ſickneſs laid her aching head, I: 
And there diſtreſs could find a bed. 
Each hour, with an all-bounteous hand, 
Diffus'd ſhe bleſſings round the land: 
Her gifts and glory laſted long, 
And numerous was th' accepting throng, 
At length pale NT ſeiz'd the dame, 
And fortune fled, and ruin came; 
She found her riches at an end, 

And that ſhe had not made one friend. 
All curs'd her for not giving more, 
Nor thought on what ſhe'd done before: 
She wept, ſhe rav'd, ſhe tore her hair, 
When, lo! to comfort her came cars ; 
And cry'd, my dear, if yon will join 
Your band in nuptial bonds with mine, 
All will be well—yan ſhall have ftore, 
And I be plagu'd with wealth no more. 
Though I reſtrain your bounteous heart, 
= _ ſhall act the gen'rous part. 

e bridal came—great was the feaſt, 
And good the pudding and the prieſt. 
The bride in nine moons brought him forth 
A little maid of matehleſs worth : 

Her face was mix'd of care and glee z 
They chriſten'd her & coxomyr, 
F 2 


A4 K 3," 


And ſtil'd ber Gini adn 5 quees; > 1 


The miſtreſs of the golden mein. 


Now cENEROSTPY OH d, 
Perfectly eaſy in her mind 

Still loves to give, yet knows to ſpare; 
Nor wiſhes to be free! Wr. CARE. 


The Pig! 


ort 


Is ev'ry age, ad bl — 


Men err the moſt by prepoſſeſſion; . & 


But ben the thing — ſhown, 
And fairly flated, fully known, 
We ſoon Ae what we deride, 
And penitence ſucceeds to moe | 
A certain baron on a days 
Having a mind to ho] agay, 
Invited. wits ef ev'ry age. 
And built a large commodious. tage, 
But above all, among thereſt) 7» 2 
There came a genius, who proleſi d 
To have a curious trick in ſtore, 
Which never was per ſorm'd beſore. 


Through all the town this ſoon got airy | 


And the whole houſe was like a ep 


But ſoon his entry as he made, 1 


Wubout a prompter or parade, 
»Twas all expettunce, all — 1 
And ſilence gagg' d the audience. 1 2 
He hid his head bebind his wig, 
And with ſuch truth took off a 10, 
All {wore 'twas ſerious, and no "Pp 
For doubtleſs underneath his ctoak 

He had conceabd ſome grunting eint 
Qr was a real h mich, 


7 


FABLES, 585 


A ſearch was made, nor was found — 
With thund' ring claps, the ſeats reſound, 1 
And pit, and box, and rn roar, NEWS 
With—0 rare} bravo ! and encore! 
Old oN ROSE, a country een 

Who yet knew ſomething of the town, 

Beheld the mimic and his whim, 75 
And on the morrow challeng'd * 


Declaring to each wonder hunter, 


That he'd out- grunt th' egregious grunter— 2 4 
The)morrow came the crowd was greater J 
But prejudice and rank ill; nature J $861 

Uſurp'd the mind of men and wenches, 0 0 WW 
Who came to hiſs, and break the benches 5 1A 


The mimic took his uſual ſtation, 
And ſqueak'd with gen hp approbation. 
Again, encore] encore ! they cry N 
Jwas quite the ching— was very high: 
Old cx0vsz conceal'd amidſt the racket, 
A real v1 beneath his jacket 
Then forth he came —and with his nail n 
He pinch'd the urchin by the tail. p br A 
The tortur'd p16 from out his throat 
Produc'd the genuine nat'ral note. 
All bellow'd'ont-—twas very fad. 
Sure never {tuft was half ſo bad! 
That, like a e 16: ?—eachs cry'd in ſcoff. | | 
Pihaw ! nanſenſe l blockhead ! off Loffleffy 
The mimie was extoll'd and o xo x 1 
Was hiſs'd and cat-call'd from * houſe--- 
Soft ye, a word before I go, : 
Quoth honeſt Hodge---and Lorig low, 
Produc'd the 1, and thus aloud 
Beſpoke the ſtupid, partial crowd. 
** Behold and learn from this poor creature, 2 
How much you CRITICS know of nature.“ 


56: FABLES: 


Tae Cary A ne dun. 8 


A FELLOW: in Sertabked © n 
Moſt muſical, ery'&razbrs: up and dawn, 

And offer'd: — ſor eighteen · pence ; 
Which certainly ſeem'd ond rous cheap, 
And for the money, quite a heap, . 

As ev'ry man wou'd. buys with caſh and OY 


A-coun in the great offer do | 
Poor x 0D&t, who dalle d by a broad black beard, 


That ſeem'd a ſhoe · bruſn fuck beneath his nole,, * | 


With cheerfulneſs the ei pence he Fn 
And proudly to himſelf, in — faid, 
“ This raſcal ſtole the razors, 1 re 


* No matter if the PALE be a AA 
& Provided that the razors ſhave ; . 


It certainly will be a monſtrous prize : 05 "4 


80 home the clown, with his good n went. 
Smiling in heart, and ſoul content, 
And quickly ſoap'd himſelf to ears and * 


Being well latber-d from a diſh or tub, 

Hope now began with grinning pain to grub, 
Juſt like a 1 cutting furze: 

Twas a vile razor! then the reſt he try d- 15 

All were impoſtors- “ Ah! wobes ſigh'd! 


| e 1 1323147 eee 


In vain to chace bi beard, and being the graces, 
Hs e cut and dug, and vibe'd, and ſtamp'd and ſwore-: 
Brought blood, and danc'd, blaſphem' d, and made wry 


faces, "F461 
__ pi rock razor's body o o'er and o'er, 


6c | 


” 


6 


6 
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His muzzle, form'd of oppoſition Ruff, 
Firm as a Foxite, would not loſe its ar. 
So kept it- laughing at the fteel and ſuds: 
Hope, in a paſſion ſtretch'd his angry jaws, 
Vowing the direſt vengeance, with clench'd claws, 
On the vile cheat that ſold the goods. 
© Razors !---a cheating, lying dog-— 
& Not lit to rapy A, hog * W | 
Hopcs ſought the fellow- found Wa and begun--- F 
Perhaps meaties tazor- rogue, to you *tis fun, C 
Ps, gue, to y , 
That people flay themſelvcs out of their lives: 
© You raſeal !---for an hour have I been grubbing. 
„Giving my ſcoundrel whiſkers here a ſcrubbing, 
With razors juſt like font knives, 


© Sirrah! T tell you, y you're a kite! | 
{© Tocry up. razors that can't have,” | 
$ Friend” quoth the razor-man, * I'm not a knave : 
As for the razors you have bought, 
Upon my ſoul I never thought 
That they would ſtave.” 


- 


Not think they'd ſhave !” quoth HODGE with wond'ring 
eyes, 
And voice not much unlike an Indian yell ; | 
„ What were they made for then, you rogue ; he cries, 


Made! quoth the fellaw, with a ſmile, to ſell.” 
PETER PIN DAR. 


The Seaſons,” | 


«c 
\ BrAy 14 Sys, cried, as bjooming Srarns wick 
drt 


(Willing his royal title to en 
« Stay for mankind have ne'er {poke well of you, 


„% And how l. ould I fare better on the throne 7 


i # K 2 
1 % T. 
3 3 . 
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The Wholeſale Critic and the Hop- Merchant. 


AlL to each ancient ſacred ſhade P 
Of thoſe Who gave the Muſes aid, 
Skill'd verſe myſterious to unfold, 
And ſet each brilliant thought in gold. 
Hail Ariſtotle's honour'd ſhrine, 


And great Longinus hail to thine; 


Ye too, whoſe judgment ne' er cou'd fail, 
Hail Horace, and Quintillian hail ; 
And, dread of ev'ry Goth and Hud, | 
Hail Pope, and peerleſs Addiſon. 


— 


Alas 1 oy different lleps and ways 


Our modern critics aim at praiſe, 


And ralhly.in the learned arts, 


They judge by prejudice and parts; 


For crampt by a contraded ſoul, 


Ho ſhou'd they comprehend 4 whole 


I know of many a dee p- learn'd brother, 
Who weighs one ſcience by avother, 
Aud makes *mongft bards poetic ſchiſm, 
Becauſe he underſtands the. priſm ; 0 
"Thinks in acutenels he ſurpaſſes, 
From knowledge of the optic gaſſes, 
There are ſome critics in the nation, 
Profoundly vers'd in gravitation ; 


Who like the bulky and the great, 


And judge by quantity and weight, 


Some who're extremely {kill'd in building, | 


Judge by proportion, form, and gilding, 


Ard praile with a ſagacious look 


' 1 l. hg architecture of a book. 


Soon as the hops arriv'd . 
Forth to the quay the merchant went, 
Went critically to explore 


The merit of the hops on 1 ſhore, 


> 
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Cloſe to a bag he took his ſtanding, 

And at a venture thruſt this hand in; 8 

' Then with the face of a phyſician, 

Their colour ſcann'd and their condition; 

He truſls his touch, his ſmell, his eyes, 

The goods at once approves and buys. 
Carcuvye fo dext'rous, droll, and dry, 

It happen'd CarTcrvy there was by, 

Who like “ Lago, arch on all, 

Is nothing, if not critical, 

He with a ſneer, and with a ſhrug, 

With eyes of hawk, and face of pug, | 

Cry'd; © Fellow 1 admire thy fun, 

* bou moſt judiciouſty haſt done, 

© Who from one handful buy'ſt ten ton. | 

& Does it not enter in thy crown, 

„Some may be mouldy, ſome be brown 

& The vacancies wich leaves ſupply'd, >. 


« And ſome halfpick'd and ſome half dry'd 9“ 


The merchant who Tow Carcgur knew; 
(A merchant and a ſcholar too) 

Said, Wbat I've done is not abſurd, 

« I know my chap and take his word. 
On thee, thou caviller at large, 

« I here retort thy random charge; 

«© Who, in an hypercritic rage, 

6 Judgeſt ten volumes by a page; 

„% Whoſe wond'rous comprehenſive view 

6 Graſps more than Solomon e'er knew; 

% With ev'ry thing you claim alliance, 

& Axt, trade, proſellion, calling, dnss! . 
« You mete out all things by one rule, 

& And arc an univerſal fool. 


O, gentle lady, do not put me to't, 
For Lam nothing if not critical. 


Oruzrro, Act 2, 3 3 
G : 
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& Tho? ſwel'n with vanity and pride, 
& You're but one driv'iler multiply'd' 
A prig—that proves, nnſelt by flarts, 


« As many dolts—as there are arts, 


— m___—_ — 


Faſhion and Night, 


Fa. ASHION a motley nymph of yore, 
The Cyprian Queen to Proteus bore : 
Various herſelf in various chimes, 
She moulds the manners of the times ; 
And turns in ev'ry age or nation, 


The chequer'd wheel of variegation ! 
True female that ne'er knew her will, 


2 


Still changing, tho' immortal ſtill. 


One day as the inconſtant mai 
Was careleſs on her ſofa laid, is 
Sick of the ſun aud tir'd with light, 
She thus iuvok'd the gloomy night: 
* Come---theſe malignant rays deſtroy, 
“Thou ſkreen of ſhame, and riſe of joy, 
% Come from thy weſtern ambuſcade, 

% Queen of the rout and maſquerade : 
. * Nymph, without thee no cards advance, 
& Without thee halts the loit'ring dance; 
Till thou approach, all, all's reſtraint, 
Nor is it ſafe to game or paint; 
6 The belles and beaux thy influence aſk, 
& fPut on the univerſal maſk. 
Let us invert, in thy diſguiſe, 
*© That odious nature, we deſpiſe.” 
She ceas'd---the ſable mantled dame 
With flow approach, and awful, came 
And frowning with ſarcaſtic Deer, 
Reproach'd the female rioteer : 

hk . 
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That nature you abuſe, my fair, 4 . 
& Was I created to repair. . 
& And contraſt with a friendly ſhade, 

& The pictures heaven's rich pencil made: 
& And with my ſleep alluring doſe, 
_ & To give laborious art repoſe ; 
« To make both noiſe and action ceaſe, 
* Tune queen of ſecreſy and peace. 
6 But tia a rebel, vile, and vain, 
6 Uſurp'd my lawful old domain ; 
« My ſceptre thou affect'ſt to ſway, 
& And all the various hours are day; : 
% With clamours of unreal joy, 
t My filter ſilence you deſtroy ; 
66 The blazing lamps unnat'ral light 
c My eyeballs weary and affright ; : 
% But if I am allow'd one ſhade, . 
* Which no intruſive eyes invade, 
6 There all the atrocious imps of hell, 
& Theft, murder, and pollution dwell ; * 
& Think'st then how much, thou toy of chance, 
Thy praiſe is likely worth Cinhance ; ; 
Blind thing that run'ſt without a guide, 
& Thou whirlpool in a ruſhing tide, 

No more my fame with praiſe pollute, 

& Abuſe me, and I gain repute.” | 
Ibid, 


—ę—ñ— — 


-” % 


- The Duell ft, 4 


\ \ 1. T's henour, did your wy ſay Þ 
My Lord, I humbly crave a day. — 
Tis difficult, and in my mind, 
Like ſubllance, cannot be Fes d. 4 
It deals in numerous externa's, : | 
And | is a legion of infernals; 


% 
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Sometimes in riot and in play, 


'Tis breakiag of the Sabbath day: 


WNW e pay our debis in honour's ca :f , 


Loſt in the breaking of the laws: 


is for ſome ſelfifh impious end, 
- To murder the ſincereſt friend; 


But wou'd you alter all the clan, 
Turn out an honourable man. 

Why take a piſtol from the ſlielf, 

And fight a duel with yourſelf.--- 

Twa on atime, the Lord knows when, 
In Elsy or in Lincoln fen, 9 
A Frog and Mouſe had long diſputes, 
Held in the language of the brutes, 
Who of a certain pool aud paſture, 
Shou'd be the ſovereign and matter, 


& Sir,” ſays the Frog, _ high in bloed, 


6. hold that my pretenhon's good; 
Nor can a Brute of reaſon doubt it, 


& For all that you can ſqueak about it.“ 
The mouſe averſe to be o'erpower'd, i 
Gave him the lie, and call'd him coward ; 


Too hard for any frog's digeſtion, 


To have his froghood call'd in queſtion |! 
A bargain inſtantly was made, 


No mouſe of honour could evade. 


On the next morn as ſoon as light, 


” 


With deſp'rate bullruſhes to fight; 

The morning came-— and man to man, 
The grand monomachy began; 

Need I recount how each bravado, 
Shone in montant and pallado ; | 

To what a height their ire they carry'd, + 


How oft they thruſted and they parry'd 


But as theſe champions kept diſpenfing, 


Fineſſes in the art of fencing, 


% 
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A furious vulture took upon her, "8 
ick to decide this point of honour, 
And, lawyer like, to make an end on't, 
D-vour'd both plaintiff and defendant, 
Th''s ofieri in our fav'rite nanon, 
(1 ſpeak by way of application} 
A lie dirett to ſome het youth, 
The giving which perhaps was truth, 
The treading on a t{coundr-l's toe, 
Or dealing impudence a blow, 
D ſputes in politics and law, 
About a feather and a raw; 
A chonſand trifles not worth naming, 5 
In-cour:ing, jockeying. and gaming, 
S'all ca i{c a challenge's inditing, | 3 
And ſei iwo loggerheads a gahting; 

Meanwhile the father of deſpair, | 
The prince of vanity and air, 

Fi is quarry, like an hawk diſcov'ring, 
O'er their devoted heads hangs hov*ring, 
Secure to get in his tuiuon, 

Tnele volunteers for black perdition. 


Ibid. 


The Country Squire and the Mandrake. - 
HE fun hadirais'd above the mead, 


His glorious horizoutal head; 

Sad Philomela left her thorn ; 

The lively linnets hymn'd the morn, 
And nature, like a waking bride, 

Her bluſhes ſpread on ev'ry ſide; 
The cock as uſual crow'd vp Tray, 
Who nightly with bis maſter lay. ; 
The: fanhbF4l ſpaniel gave the word, 


= IRzLOOBEY at the ſignal ſlirr'd, 


e 3 


Wich monumental look profound, 


* Purſue the leverct at large, 


„Nor near thy blunderbuſs diſcharge. 


< Gave no materials for the ſ{choul, 
An what conſiſſs thy work and fame > 
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And with his gun, from wood to bod 
The man of prey his courſe purſu'd ; 
The dew and herbage alf around, 

Like pearls and em'ralds on the ground; . 
Tir uncultur'd flow'rs that rudely riſe, 
Where imiling freedom art defies ; j 
The lark, in tranſport, tow' ring high, 


The crimſon curtains of the ſky, 


Afflicted not Trelooby's mind=- 


For what 1s beauty to the blind d 
The am'rous voice of ſelvan love, 2 
Form'd charming concerts in the grove ; * 
Sweet zephyr froh'd on Flora's breaſt, 
And drew the blackbird from his nelt ; 
Whiſlling he leapt from leaf io leaf; 
But what is muſic to the deaf ? 
At length while poring on the ground, 


A curious vegetable caught 

His--ſomething ſimilar to thought: : 

Wond'ring, he ponder'd, ſtooping low, 

( Trelooby always lov*d-a ſhow) 

And on the Mandrake” s vernal lation, 

Star'd with prodigious obſervation. 

Th' aftronted Mandrake witha frown, . 

Addreſs'd in rage the wealthy clown. 
- © Proud member of the rambling race, 

That vegetate from place to place, 


4 


&« Diſdainful tho* thou look'ſt en me, 
<: What art thor, or what can'ſt thou be ? 


Nature, that mack'd ther as à fool, 


&« The preſervation of tte Game..-- * 
* For what ? thou avaricious elf, 8 


% But te deſtroy it all thyſelf; 


A3 L I. 


« To lead a life of drink and feaſt, 
alt by opprets the pour and cheat ths * 
« Or Triumph in a virgin loſt, 

& Is all che manhood thou cond boaſt,--- 
Pretty, in nature's various plan, 

& To {es a weed that's ike a man; | 

“% But 'tis a grievous thing indeed, | 

“% To ſee a man ſo like a werd.“ 


* 


— — 


\ 


The Brocaded Gown and Linen Rag. 


* 


- 


ROM a fine lady to her maid, 

Gown deſcended of brocade. 

y accident or by deſign, 
Or Sock {ome cauſe, L can't divine 
A Linen Reg, lad ſource of wrangling 7. 
On a contiguous peg was dangling, 
Vilely beſmear'd---for late his maſter, 
It ſerv'd in quality, of plaſter. 
The Gown, contemptuous beholder, 
Gave a high ſhrug from either ſhoulder, 
And ruſtling wich emotions furious, 
Beſpoke the Rag in terms injurious, 


I 
„ Unfit for tinder, lint or clothing, 


* Thou thing of filth, (for what more loathing} 


“ Inſtant away.” The honeſt rag, 

Who lik'd a jeſt, and was a wag; 

Reply'd © Thou ſecond-hand ſubaltern, 

6 IEICE thy glib tongue without a halt run, 
At once ſo ancient and ſo euſy, 

& At once ſo gorgeous and fo greaſy 2 

* I value not thy gaſconading, 

40 Nor all thy alamode parading; 


I bid. 
/ \ 


2 


K — — 
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& Bur to abſtain from words imperious, 
& And tobe ſober, grave, and ſerious. 


„ Tho? lays friend Horace, 'tis no treaſon, 
„At once to giggle, and to reaſon, | 
6 7 hen me you leſſon, friend, you dream, 


For know I am not what I ſeem; 
4 Soon by the mill's reſining motion, 
Goving daughter of che ocean, 
« Some river {hall with ſnowy hue, 
« My virgin purity renew, 
And give me quack a new exiſtence, 


* A good retenuon and ſubfiflence, 


* Phen ſhall the ſous of genius join, 
%% To make my ſecond life divine. 


“ Some portion of thy eloquence ; 
& For. Gre k and Roman rhei' ric Mine, 
« United and improved in thine. 


The ſpirit ſtirring „tage alarms, 


& And Ciceronian {weetn-1s charms. 

& Th' Atheman AKENSIDE may d-ign 
“% To ftamp me deathicls with his pen. 
« While flows approv'd by all the Nine 
« Th' immorial foul of every line. 


«© Cotutss, perhaps, his aid maylad, 


«& Melpoment's ſelected friend. 


% Perhaps our gieat Augvllan Gray 


% May grace me with a Doric lay; 
With ſweet, with manly words of woe, 


That nervouſly pathetic flow, 

What, Mas0x;: may I owe to you 
Learmng's hift pride, and. nature's te 
« On thee ſhe caſt her ſweeteſt finile, 


Abd gave thee Art's correfting file; 
% That file, which with aſſiduous pain, 
The viper Envy bucs in vain.— $$ 


+ Lord Mansfield, 
* Demoſthenes. 
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Such glories my mean lot betide, 

« Hear, tawdry fool, and check thy pride,--- 
„Thou, after [couriniy, dying,_turning, 

(If baply thou eſcape a burning) 

From gown to petticoat deſcendiog, 

« And in a bezgar's mantle ending, 

Shalt in a dunghill or a ye, 

„% *Midit filth and vermin rot and die. 


— — 


Madam and the Magpie. 


8 thanders roll, ye oceans roar, 
And wake the rou; 2h reſounding ſhore 
Ye gunsi n ſmoke and flames engage, 
And ſhake the ramparts with your rage ; 
Boreas diſtend your chops * blow; 
Ring, ring, ye bonny bells of Bow; 
Ye druins * rattles, rend the ears, 
Like twenty thouſard Southwark fairs; 
Bellow ye bulls, and bawl ye bats, 
Encore, encore, ye amorous cats; 

Ian vain poor things ye ſqueak and ſquall, 
Soft Sylvia ſhall out-tongue you all: 

But here ſhe comes—there's no relief, 
She comes, and bleſſed are the deaf. By: 
© A Magpie! why, you're mad, my dear, | 
"0 bring a chattering Magpie "PH 
& A prating play thing, fit for boys 
You know I can't endure a noiſe.— 
You brought this precious preſent ſure, 
My headach and my cough to cure, 
6 Pray hand him in and let him ſtain 
Each curtain, and each counterpane 3 
% Yes, he ſhall rooſt upon my toilet, 
Or on my pillow---he can't ſpoil it, 
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& He'll only make me catch my death..- | 
. O monſter! for a little breath !—- ' 

4 Thank heav'n, I never knew reſentment, 

But am all patience and contentment, 
Or elſe, you paltry knave, I ſhou'd 

“ (As any other woman wou'd) 

6c Wring off his neck, and down your gulle 
_ © Cram it, by way of chick or pullet.--- 
„ Well, l muſt lock up all my rings, 

* My FR and my curious things : \ 

6 My Chineſe toys mult go to pot; 
My cheieeſt pinchbecks---and what not? L 
„ For all your Magpies are, like lawyers, 

& At once thieves, brawlers, and deflroy ers. 

&* You for a wife have ſearch'd the globe, 

*© You've got a very female Job, 
_ © Pattern of love, and peace and unity, 

Or tow cou'd you expect impunity ? 

O Law! this naſty ching will bite, 

* And ſcratch and clapper, claw aud fight. 

6 O monſtrous wretch, thus to deviſe, 

To tear out your poor Sylvia's eyes. 

& You're a fine Popiſh plot purſuing, 

10 By preſents to affett my run; 

'« And thus for good are ill retorting 

„ To Mr, who brought you {ich a fortune 

« To Mx, you low-liv*d clown, to Mx, 

& Who came of ſuch a family; 

% Me, who for age to age be ſſe ſs'd 

& A lion rampant on my creſſ; 
„ Me, who have fill'd your empty coffers, 

te Mr. who'd ſo many better offers; 

„ And is my merit thus regarded, 

c And, my firitt virtue thus sewarded, 
O wt pa ſuf*rance---Mary---Mary, 
1 * Citron, or the clay. 
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The poor man, who had bought the creature 
Out vf pure conjugal good-nature, 

Stood at this violent attack, 

Like ſtatues made by RovniLiiac, 

Tho” form'd beyond all {kill antique, 

They can't their marble ſilence break; 

They only breathe, and think, .and ſtact, 
Aſtomifh'd at their maker's art. 

& Quoth Mag, fair Grizzle, I muſt grant, 
4% Your ſpouſe a magpye cannot want: 

“% For troth (to give the dey? his due) 

„ He' keeps a rookery in you. 

% Don't fear I'll tarry long, ſweet lady, 

« Where there is din enough alceady, 
We never ſhou'd agree together, 

Although we're ſo much of a feather ; 

% You're fond of peace, no man can doubt it, 
&© Who make ſuch wond'rous nozfe about it; 
% And your tongue of immortal mould 
& Proclaims in thunder you're no ſcold. 

& Juſtly your ſpouſe reſtrains his voice, 

e Nor vainly anſwers words with noiſe; 

« This ſtorm, which no ſoul can endure, 

« Requires a very diff *rent cure; 

« For ſuch ſour verjuice diſpoſitions, _ 

« Your crabflicks are the belt phy ſicians.“ 


_— —_T cz . 


7 Ibid, 


| The Blockkead and Bechiuc. 


Te FT fragrance of the new-mown hay 

Paid incenſe to the god of day : | 
Who iſſuing from his eaſtern gate, a 
Reſplendent rode in all his ſtate, 

Rous'd by the light from? ſoft repoſe, 

Big wah the Mule, a Bard aroſe, 
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And the freſh garden's ſtill retreet "OE 
He meaſur'd with poetic feet. 96 
The cooling, high, o' er- arching n . 
By the embracing branches made, F 
The ſmooth {horn ſod, whoſe verdant 9 
Was check'd with intermingled moſs, | 
Cowllips, like topazes that ſhine, 

Cloſe by the filver E en 


Rude ruſtics which affert the bow'rs, 
Amidſt the educated flow'rs. 


The lime tree and ſweet- ſcented hay, 


(The ſole reward of many a lay) 
And all the poets of the wing, 
Who ſweetly without ſalary ling, 


| Attract at once his obſervation, 


Peopling thy wilds, Imagination! | 
&« Sweet nature, who this turf bedews, 0 
“ Sweet nature, the gay thruſh's muſe! 
How ſhe each anxious thought e a 
& And meets me with ten thouſand ſmiles ! 
6 O infinite benignity! 
& She ſmiles, but not 3 on me; : 
£ On hill, on dale, on lake. on lawn, * 
&© Like Celia when her picture's drawn; | 
& Aſſuming countleſs charms and airs, 
& „Till HAxMAx's matchleſs art deſpairs, 
& Pauling like me he dreads to fall 
“ From the divine original.” by 
More had he ſaid---but in there came 


Lal 


A lout---Squire Booby was his name. 


The bard, who at a diſtant view, 
The buſy prattling-blockhead knew, 
Retir'd into a ſecret nook, 

And thence his eee took. 
Vex'd he cou'd find no man to teize, 


The ſquire gan chatt'ring to the bees, 


* 


And pertly with officious mien, 


He thus addreſs'd their humming queen : 5 


Madam, be not in anv terrors, 


« I only come t'amend your errors; 


« My frien {hip briefly to diſplay, 
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And put you in a better way. 


*« Ceaſe, Madam, (if I may adviſe) 


To carry honey on your thighs, 

Employ (*tis better, I aver) 

Old Grub the fairies coach- maker; 

For he who has ſuſhcient art 

To make a coach, may make a cart, 

To theſe you'll yoke ſome ſixteen bees, 
Who will diſpatch your work with eaſe; 
And come and go, and go and come, 
To bring your honey harveſt home,--- 
Ma'm, architecture you're not {kill'd in, 
I don't approve your way of building ; 
In this there's nothing like deſign, 


Pray learn the uſe of Gunter's line. 


I'll ſerve your Highneſs at a pinch, 

I am a ſcholar every inch, 

Tho? honey making be your trade, 

In chemiſtry you want lome aid,--- 
Fleas'd with your work, altho* you fing, 


You're not quite r15ht---" tis not the thing. 


Myſelf wou'd gladly be an actor, 

To belp the honey manufatiure,--- 

I hear for war you are preparing, 
W hich I ſhould ke to have a {hare in; 
Yet cho' the enemy be landing, 

Tis wrong to keep an army flanding.— 
If you'll enſore me from the laws 

l' write a pamphlet in your cauſe,» - 
I vow I am concern'd to fee 

Your wait of late---ceconomy, 
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« Of nothing living I pronounce ill, 
But I don't like your privy council. 

&« There is, I know, a certain bee, 

&« (Wou'd he was from the miniſtry) 

* Which certain bee, if rightly known, 

c Wou'd prove no better than a drone; 

« There are (but I ſhall name no names, 

« J never love to kindle flames) | 

© A pack of rogues with crimes grown callous, 
« Who greaily wou'd adorn the gallows, 

& That with the waſps, for paltry gold, 

& A ſecret correſpondence hold, 1 
& Yet you'll be great - your ſubjefts free, 
&« Tf the whole thing be left io me. 
Thus, like the waters of the ocean, 

His tongue had run in ceaſeleſs motion, 

Had not the Queen ta'en up in wrath, 

This thing of folly and of froth. 

0 Impertinent and witleſs medler, 

ce Thou ſmatt'ring, empty, noiſy pedlar ! 

„% By vanity, thus bladder blown, 

& To be the football of the town. 

& O happy country, land of freedom, 

% Replete with Natefmen, if fie need'em, 
« Away? thy chatter I deſpiſe, 

« Tell Fame ſhe's falſe, and Truth ſhe lies; 
& And then return, thou verbal Hector, 

« Ard give the bees another lecture.” 
This faid, the portal ſhe unbarr'd, ; 
Calling the Bees upon their guard, 

And ſet at once about his cars 

Ten thouſand of her granadiers, — 

Some on his lips and palate bung, 

And the . member ſtung. | 

* Juſt (fays the bard from out the grot) 

{6 Jul, tho leyere, is your {ad lot, 


ſai 
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& Who think, and talk, and live in vain. 
« Of ſweet Tele the 1 
& Buſineſs miſplac'd is a mere jeſt, 


® And active idleneſs at beſt.” Ibid, 


' 
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The Citizen and the Red Lion of Brentford. 


1 Love my friend -but love my eaſe, 
And claim a right myſelf to pleaſe; 

To company however prone, 

At times all men wou'd be alone, 

Free from each interruption rude, 

Or what is meant by ſolitude. 

My villa lies within the bills, * 
So—like a theatre it fills : 

To me my kind acquaintance ſtray, 
And Sunday proves no Sabbath day 
Yet many a friend and near relation, 
Make up a glorious congregation ; - 
They croud by dozens and y dozens, 
And bring me all their country coulins, 
Tho? cringing landlords on the road, 
Who find for man and horſe abode ; 
Tho! gilded grapes to ſign- poſt chain bad 
Invite them to be entertain'd, 

And ſtraddling crols his kilderkin, 

Tho? jolly Bacchus calls them in ; 
Nay—tho' my landlady wou'd truſt 'em, 
Pilgarlick's ſure of all the cuſtom ; 

And his whole houſe is like a fair, 
Unleſs he only treats with air. 0 
What ? ſhall each pert half witted wit, 
That calls me Jack, or calls me Kit, 


All places not more than ten miles diſtant from London, are 
ſaid to be within the bills of mortality, i. e. liſts of funerals, &. 
delivered in monthly by the ſextons of every pariſh, 
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Prey on my time, or on my table? 

No- but let's haſten to the Fable. 
The eve advanc'd, the ſun declin'd, 

| Bar. to the booby-hutch was joiu'd, 

A wealthy cockney drove away, 

To celebrate Saint Saturday; 

Wife, daughter, pug, all crowded in, 

To meet at country houſe their kin. 


Thro' Brentford, to fair Twickenham's bow'rs, 


Th' ungreas'd ſqueaky axle ſcow'ts, 

To paſs in rural ſweets a day, 

But there's a Lion in the way: $ 
This Lion a moſt furious elf, | 
Hung up to repreſent himſelf, 25 60 
Redden'd with rage, and ſhook his mane, 
And roar'd, and roar'd, and roar'd again. 
Wond'rons, tho' painted on a board, | 
He roar'd, and roar'd, and roar'd, and roar'd, 
Fool! (ſays the majeſty of bealls) /- 
& At whoſe expence a legion feaſls, 
. © Foe to yourſelf, you thoſe purſue, 

„ Who're eating up your cakes and you; 
Walk in, walk in, ſo prudence votes) 
© And give poor BALL a feed of oats, 

& Look to yourſelf, and as for ma'm, 

© Coax her to take a little dram; 

„Let Miſs and Pug with cakes be fed, 

„ Then honeſt man go back to bed; | 
 & You're better, and you're cheaper there, 
„Where are no hangers on to fear, 
% Go buy friend Newbery's new Pantheon, 
* And con the tale of poor Acteon, 

6 Horn'd by Diana, and-o'erpower'd, 

* And by the dogs he fed devour'd. 

% What he receiv'd from charity, 

«© Lewdneſs perhaps may give to thee ; 
* And tho' your fpouſe my lefture ſcorns, 
“Beware his fate, beware his horns,” 


% 
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Sit, ſays the Cit, (who made a fiand, 
And ſtrok'd his forehead with his hand) 
% By your grim gravity and grace, 
* You ready wou'd become the mace. 
4% This kind advice I gladly take, — 
„ Draw'r, bring the dam, and bring a cake, 
& With good brown beer that's brifk ad humming.“ 
% 4 commg, Str a coming, coming / 
The Cit then took a h-ar'y draught, 
And ſhook his jolly fides and laugh'd. 
Then to the king of beaſts he bow'd, 
And thus his gratitnde avow'd.— 
« Sir, for your ſapient oration, 
% owe the greateſt obligation. 
* You ſtand expos'd to fin and ſhow'r, 
* 1 know Fack Ellis F of the Tow'r ; 
„% By him you foo! may gain renown, 
* He'll ſhew your Highneſs to the town; 
« Or, if o chooſe your tation here, 
4% To call forth Britons to their beer, 
« As painter af diſtinguiſh'd note, 
« He'll fend his nan © clean your coat.“ 
The Lion thank'd him for his proffer, 
And if a vacancy ſhou'd offer, 
Declar'd ne had roo juſt a notion, 
To be averſe to ſich promotion. | - 
The Ciuzen drove off with joy, 
& For Londoa-—Ball---for London---hoy.® 
Content to bed, he went his way, 
And is no Bankrupt to this day. 


Ibid, 
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The Herald 200 thi Huſband-Mans 


Wich friend Juvenal agree, 
Virtue's che true nobility ; 
+ The keeper of the Lions. 
H 2 
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Ha of herſelf ſuſſicĩient charm, + 
Alcho' without a coat of arms. 
Hoxksrus does not know the rule q, 
Concerning Or and Fez, and Gules. 

Yet ſets the wond'ring eye to gaze on, 
Such deeds no herald e er could blaze an. 
Tawdry atchievements out of place, 

Do but augment a fool's diſgrace ; 

A coward is a double jeſt, 

Who has a lion for his creſt ; 

And things are come to ſuch a paſs 
Two horſes may ſupport an als ; 

And on a Gameſter or 3 

A moral moito's a lampoon, 

An honeſt ruſtic having done 
His maſter's work —— — ſun and f 
Retir'd to dreſ a liule ſpot, 

Adjoining to his bomely cot, * 
Where pleasd, in miniature, he found + 7 
His landlord's —— ground, 5 
Some herbs that feed, and ſome that heal, 
The wirter's making or meal. 

The ſage, which in his garden ſeen, 

No man. need ever die * I ween ; 

The matj' cam comely to behold, 

Wich chyme, and cuddieft murygold, 

And mint and penny-royal ſweet ; 

To deck the cottage windows meet; 5 
And baum, that yields a finer juice 
Than ail that China can produce: 5 
Wich carrots red, and turnips white, 

And leeks, Cadwallader' s delight; 
And all the ſav'cy crop that vie 
To vieaſe the os and the _ 


x 


$ Cur moriatur * r borto # | 


1 #6 W hile ſome by deeds of honour riſe, 


42 Such! ſo momentous is our ts, 
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Thus, as intent, he did ſurvey | 

His plot, a Herald came that way, 

A man of great eſcutcheon'd — "A 
And member of the motley college. 
_Heedleſs the peaſant paſs'd be by, 
Indulging this ſoliloquy; 
% Ve gods! what an enormous ſpace, 

„ Twixt man and man does nature place ; 


& To ſucha height as far out-vies 

Ne viſible diurnal (ſphere ; .. 
« While others like this de here, 

« Grope in the grov'linz ground con tent, 

« Without or lineage or deſcent. 

% Hail, Heraldry ! myſterious art, 

«© Bright pattoneſs of all deſert, 

% Mankind would on a level lie, 

„% And undiftingui{h'd hve and die; 

% Depriv'd of thy illuſtrious aid, 


Sir.“ ſays the clown, „hy ſure you joke,” 
(And kept on digging as he ſpoke)" - 
And prate not to exiort convittion, 

« But mernly by way of fiction. 

* Say, do your manuſcripts atteſt, 

„% What was old father Adam's creſt ; 

« Did he a nobler Coat recave 

“In right of marrying Mrs. Eve; 

« Or was his motto, prithee ſpeak, 

« French, Engliſh, Latin, Welch, ar Greek; 
« Or was hy not, without a lye, | 

& Juſt ſuch a nobleman as-I ? 

« Virtte, wh'ch great defetts can ſliſſe; 

« May beam diſtinction on, a trifle ; 

« And honour, with her native charum, 

& May beautify a coat of arms; 
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& Realities will ſometimes thrive 

« Een b arance kept alive; 

« Ben 93 Cale, Or, and Pen, 

& Are eyphets, neither more not leſs: 

„% Keep bo h thy head and hands from cruney 
& Be honeſt in the worſe of times: 

* ticalth's on my countennce impreſs'd, 


Aud tweet coment's my daily guelt,” ? 


I . 0 — - . : , 
Story of @ Cock: and a Bulk 
% -p oy + Ea 7 is 
. — : : 4 % e 


1 excell in arts and arms, 

In learning? s lore and beauty” $ charms 
The ſea's wide empire we engroſs, 
All nations hail the Britiſh'ciofs ; — 
Theſe. theſe are truths, what man deft write 


Won't ſwear, won't bully, or won't light for 3 


Yet (tho? chaps 1 ſpeak"thro” 'vanit 
M ou'd Ar a nels — humarity ; 5 
Too far, I fear I've drove the jeſt, 
So leave to Cock and Bull the reft. 
A Bull-who'd liſten'd to the vows 

Of more than fifteen hundred cows ; 
Like to a hermit” or a derviſe 1 
(Grown old and feeble in the beretee 8 
Now -| fe the meadow's green parade, | 
And ſought a ſolitary thade. 25 
Is this the caſe (quoth Hodge) Wa 

& But hold, to-morrow '13 the fair, 
& Thou 40 thy doom. old boy, art fatéd, | 
6 Towne cmd repay halt wy wry 75 
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The deed was done curſe on the wrong! 
Bloody deſcription, hold thy _ Y 
Victorious yet the Bull return'd p 
And with ſtern ſilence inly mourn'd. 

A vet'ran, brave, majeſtic Cock, 
Who ſerv'd for hour glaſs, guard, and we. 
Who crow'd the manſion's firſt relief, 
Alike from goblin and from thief; | 
Whoſe youth eſcap'd-the Chriſtmas ſkillet, 
Whoſe vigour brav'd the Shrovetide billet, 
Had juſt return'd in wounds, and paing 
Triumphant from the barbarous train.--- / | 
By riv'let's brink, with trees o'er grown, | 
He heard his fellow ſufferer's moan; - | 
And greatly ſcorning wounds and ſmart, | 
Gave him three cheers with all his heart. | 

© Riſe, neighbour, from that, penſive attitude, | 
© Brave witneſs of vile man's ingratitude; 
% And let us both with ſpur and horn, 
The cruel reaſoning monſter. Carne 
„ Methinks at every dawn of day, * | | 
« When firſt [chant my blichſome lays | | 
„ Methinks I hear from out th ſky, ; 
% All-will be better by and bB ; 
„When bloody, baſe, 4 — man, 
« Who deviates from his maker s plan ; 
„Who nature and her works abuſes, - + 
% And thus his fellow ſervants a ci 11 
„ Shall greatly, and yet juſtly want, 
© The mercy he refus'd to grant; | 
* And (while bis heart his conſcience purge$} 
« Shall iſh to 1 the . he _——_ _ 


* 
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They in their motives are the ſame. 


r AB L E S. 
The Snake, the Gooſe, and Nightinga le, 


HEN rul'd by _ and nature's ways, 


W ben juſt to blame, yet fix'd to 1 


As vot'ry of the Delp hie God, 


- ] reverence the critic's rod; 


But when enflam'd with ſpite alone, 

I hold all critics but as one; | 
For tho? they claſs themſelves with art, 
And each man takes a different part; 
Yet whoſoe'er they praiſe and blame: 


Forth as ſhe waddled in the brake, 
A grey Gooſe ſtumbled on a Snake, 
And took ihꝰ occaſion to abuſe her, 
And of rank plagiariſm accuſe her, 
% Twas I; quoth ſhe, in every vale, - 
&« Firſt hiſd the noiſy Nightingale ; 
& Ant boldly cavill'd at each note, 


„ That twitter'd in the Woodlark's throat: 


& I, who ſublime and more than mortal, 

«© Muſt ſtoop to enter at the portal, 

& Have ever been the firſt to ſhow 

«© My hate to every thing that's low; 

„While thou, mean mimic of my l. 

« (Without intifting to my banner) 

% Dar'tt in thy grov'ling ſituation, 

% To counterfeit my ſibilation. ? 

The Snake /enrag'd, reply'd, * Know, Madan, 
« I date my charter down from Adam; 


Nor can I, fince I bear the bell, 
Eier imitate where I excell. 
Had any other creature dar'd 


« Once to aver, what you've aver'd 


& ] might have been more fierce and 3 


* But you're a Goele,---and ſo your ſervant,” 


s 
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4 Truce with and your pride, 
The warbling — arr Foe - 
Since no more animals we find 

In nature, of the hiſhog kind. 
* You ſhould be friends with one oer, 
« Nay, kind as brother is to brother. 
For know, thou pattern of abuſe, 

„% Thou Suake art but a crawling gooſe; 
s And chou dull dabbler in each lake, 
Art nothing but a feather'd Snake.” | 


— . — Vn _— — — * 


The Bag: Wig * the Tobacco Pipe, 


A Bag-Wig os: a ie air, 
Trick'd up wich alt a barber's care, 
Loaded wich powder and perfiume, 
Hung in a ſpendihriti's dreſſing room: 
Cloſe! by its ſide. by chance convey'd, 

A black Tobucegqnpe was laid; 

At which it's rage, the thing of hair, 
Thus, briſtiing up: began declare. 
24 Bak's diet! that with iatroſtion rude © 
4 Break'fl.in upon my foliciide; | | 
«© And whole offenſive breath defiles 
The air for torty thoutand mies 

* Avaunt—pollution's in thy to. uch 

* O barb'rous Engliſh | horrid Dutch! 
* cannot bear it---Here, Sue, Nan, 

* Go call the maid to call the man, 
a bim come without delay, 
his odious pipe away. 

* OW what mix'd odours! what a Leong 
« Of ſalt and four, of ſtale and ftrong ! 

6 A moſt unnatural combination, 

* Enough to mar all perſpiration-— 
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& : Monftrous! again twou'd vex à faint 
„ Suſan, the drops—orclic I faint!” 
The pipe (for twas a pipe of _ 
Raiſing himſelf upon his bole,” 
In ſmoke, like oracle of old, * * 
Did thus his ſentiments obfald. yh 
Why, What's the matter, 2 
1% Thou flaunting proud: fantaſtic bragger ? 
©* ?Twas better for the Engliſh nation 
- * Before ſuch fcoundrels came in faſhion, 
When none ſought hair in realms unknown, 
% But every-blockhead-wore his own. _ Y 
% Know, puppy, I'm an Engliſh pipe, 
* Deem'd worthy of each Bruon's gripe; l 
= Who, with my cloud-compelling aid 
% Help our plantations and our trade, 
6 e am when ſober and when mellow, 
% An upright, downright, honeſt fellow. +. 
„% Tho' fools, like you, may think me rough, 
&« And — me, (auſe I am in buff, 
1 Vet your contempt I glad receive, 
&« ?Tis all the fame that you can give: 
None finery or fopp'ry: prize; ; 
«© But: they who've lomething to diſguife ; 
* For ſimple nature hates abuſe, 
& And Plainneſs is the dreſs of Uſe,” . 
2 I bi 
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The MubteryTres 


F OR London's Ah. _ two Staffordſhj re; „ 1 
Sam Johnſon, and Garrick, ſorſaking the: 1 
Reach'd Shakeſpeare's own Stratford, where flows by his 
tomb 


An Avon, as * as Tiber «by Rome, 


| 9 n "Y 
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Now Garrick (ſweet imp too of nature was he) 
Would climb up and eat from his Mulberry-tree; 
Yet as Johnſon, leſs frolic, was taller, and older, 
Hereach'd the firſt boughs by the help of his ſhoulder ; 
Where, ſhelter'd from famine, from bailifts, and weather, 
Bards, critics, and players, ſat crowded together; _ 
Who devour'd in their reach all the fruit they could meet, 
The good, bad, indifferent, four, bitter and ſwee“: 
But Gacrick climþ'd high to a plentiful crop, 
Then, heavens !, what vagacies he play'd on the top! 
How, now on the looſe twigs, and now onthe tight, 
He ſtood on his head, and then bolted upright ! - | 
All features, all ſhapes, and all paſhons he try'd; 
He danc'd and he ftrutted, he laugh'd and he cry'd, 
The noble and vulgar, flock'd round him to ſee 
What feats he perform'd in the Mulberry-tree ; _ 
He repeated the paſtime, then open'd to ſpeak, 
But Johnſon below muiter'd ſtrophes of Greek, | 
While Garrick proclaim'd—ſuch a plant never grew, 
So folter'd by ſun-{hine, by ſoil: and by dew, 
The palm-trees of Delos, Phœnicia's ſweet grove, 
The oaks of Dodona, tho' hallow'd by Jove, 
With all that antiquity ſhews to ſurpaſs us, | 
Compar'd to this tree,, were mere ſhrubs of Parnaſſus. 
Not the beeches of Mantua, where Tityrus was laid, 
Not all Vallombroſa produc'd ſuch a fade, | 
That the myrtles of France, like the birch of the ſchools, Þ 
Were fit only for rods to whup Genius to rules; | | 
That to Stratford's old Mulberry, faireſt and beſt, 
The cedars of Eden muſt bow their proud creſt : 
Then the fruit—like the loaf in the Tub's pleaſant Tale, 
That was fiſhy fleſh, and cuſtacd, good claret, and ale— — 
It compriz d ry flavour, was all and was each, 
Was grape, and rich pine apple, neftarine and peach; 
Nay he {wore, and his audience beliey'd what he told, 
That under his touch it grew apples of gold— -- 
| I 


—_— - - FABLES,” 


Now he paus'd !—then recounted its virtues again 

Twas a wood for all uſe, bottom, top, bark, and grain; 

It would faw into ſeats for an audience in full pits, | 

Into benches for Judges, or epiſcopal pulpits ; 

Into chairs for philoſophers, thrones too for kings, 

Serve the higheſt of purpoſes, lowelt of things; | 

Make brooms to mount witches, make May-poles for May- 
days, | | 

And has and ink-ſtands, for wits and the ladies.--- 

His ſpecch pleas'd the vulgar, it pleas'd their ſuperiors, 
By Johnſom ſtopt ſhort---who his mighty polteriors 
Apply'd to the trunk---hke a Sampſon, his haunches : 
Shook the roots, and the ſummit, the ſtem'and the branches ! 
All was tremor and ſhock ! now deſcended in ſhow'rs 
Wither'd leaves, wither'd limbs, blighted fruits, blighted 

flow'rs! ; | at 

The fragments drew critics, bards, players along, 
Who held by weak branches, and let go the ſtrong; 
E'en Garrick had dropt by a bough that was rotten, | 
But he leapt toa found, and the flip was forgotten. 

Now the plant's cloſe receſſes lay open to day, 
While Johnſon exclaim'd, ſtalking ſtately away, 
Here's rubbiſh enough, till my homeward return, 
For children to gather, old women to burn ; 
Not prattic'd to labour, my fides are too ſore, 
Till another fit ſeaſon, to ſhake you down more. 
What future materials for pruning, and cropping, 
And cleaning, and gleaning, and lopping and topping ! 
Yet millake me not, rabble ! this tree's a good tree, F 
Does honour, dame Nature, to Britain and thee; 
And the fruit on the top---take its merits in brief, 


Makes a noble deſert, where the dinner's roaſt beef! 


FABLES. 87 
The Farmer and the Squire. 


A FARMER once to London went, 
To pay the worthy Squire his rent ; 
He comes, he knocks, ſoon entrance gains, 
Who at the door ſuch gueſts detains P 
Forth ſtruts the Squire, exceeding ſmart, 
Farmer you're welcome to my heart, 
* You've brought my rent, you're to a hair, 
Ihe beſt of Tenants I declare.“ | 

The Reward was call'd the account made ev'n, 
The money paid, receipt was giv'nz | 
© Well,” quoth the ſquire, now you - ſhall ſlay 
“% And dine with me goed frierd to day; 
% I've here ſome ladies, wond'rous pretty, 
% And pleaſant ſparks, I know will fit ye.“ | 
He ſcratch'd his ears and held his hat, ö 
And cry'd, “ No Zur, twozwords to that; | 
& For luk, d'ye zee, when I'ze do dine, 
& With Gentlevolk, ſo cruel vine, 
& I do uſe to meake, and 'tis no wonder, 
% In word or deed, ſome pleaguy blunder, 
% Zo, if your honour will permit, 


| 
% Ize with your ſervants pick a bit.” | | | 
% Poo,” ſays the Squire, © it ſhan't be done,“ 4 
And to the parlour puſh'd him on, | | 


To all around, he nods and ſcrapes, 
Not waiting maid, or butler ſcapes; 
With often bidding takes his ſeat, 

But at a diſtance mighty great; 
Tho” often aſk'd to draw his chair, 

He nods, nor comes an inch more near; 
By Madam ſerv'd, with body bended, 
With knife and fork and arms extended, 
He reach'd as far as he was able 


I0o plate, which over hung the table; 


& 
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Wich little morſels cheats his chops, | 


And in the paſſage ſome he drops, 


To ſhew where moſt his heart inclin'd 


He talk'd and drank to John behind; 
When drank to in the modiſh way 

+ Your love's ſufficient zur,” he'd fay, - 
And to be thought a man of manners, 
Still roſe'to make his awkward honours ; 


Much mirth the Farmer's ways afford 


And hearty langhs go round the board : 
Thus the firft courſe was ended well, 


But at the next, ah! what befell: . 


The diſkes now are timely plac'd, 

And table with freſh lux'ry grac'd, 

When drank to, by a neighb'ring charmer, 
Up, as was uſnal, ſtands the farmer 

A wag tocarry on the joke, ; 
Thus to the ſervant ſoftly ſpoke, 

«© Come hither dick---fep gently there 
& And pull away the Farmer's chair ;” 
Tis done---his congee made, the clown 


/ 


Draws back, and ſtoops to fit him down, 


But dy poſteriors overweigh'd, 


And of his truſty ſeat betray'd, 


As men at twigs in rivers ſprawling, 

He catch'd the cloth to fave his falling; 
In vain---fad foftune !---down he wallow'd, 
And rattling all the diſhes follow'd: 
The foplings loſt their little wits 

The ladies ſquall'd, ſome fell in fits, 
Here tumbled turkies, tarts and widgeons, 
And there minc'd pies and geeſe by pigeons z 


A pear pye on his belly drops, 
d he 


A'cufla pudding met his chops; _ 
Las what ado 'twixt belles and beaux, 
Some curſe, ſome cry and rub their clothes; 


bt 
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ThisAady raves, and that looks down, 
And weeps and wails her ſpatter'd gown 3 
One ſpark bemoans his ſpatter'd waiſtcoat, 
One, “ Rot him,” cries, “he's ſpoilt my lac'd coat.“ 
Amidſt the rout the Farmer long 
The pudding ſuck'd and held his tongue: 
At length he fits him on his breech, 
And ſcrabbles up to make his ſpeech ; 
Scrapes eyes, noſe, mouth, and noſtrils twangs, 
Then ſmacks his fingers and harrangues : 
&« Pleague tcak't, Ize toald you how *twou'd be, 
„ Luk, —here's a pickle, zurs ! d'ye zee, 
&© And zum, I warrant, that makes this clatter, 
© Have cloathers daub'd with greaſe and batter, 
© That coſt” Je had gone on, but here 
Was ſtopt at once in his career, 
& Peace, brute be gone” —the ladies cry; 
The beaux exclaim---* Fly, raſcal, fly ;” 
Lell tear his eyes out, ſqueaks Miſs Dolly; 
„I'll pink his foul out,“ roars a bully ; 
At this the Farmer ſhrinks for fear, 
And thinking 'twas ill tarrying here, 
Sneaks off, and cries---Ah ! kill me then, 
«© Whene'er you catch me here again :” 
So home he jogs and leaves the Squire 
To cool the ſparks? and ladies“ ire. 
Here ends my tale, and now I'll try, 
Like Pxron, fomething to apply; 
This may teach rulers of a nation, 
Ne'er to place men above their ſtation ;* 
And this may-ſhew the wanton wit, 
That whilſt he 67 he may be bit. 


"The Poet and Straw, | X 


Ox Rich nond Hill with doublet bare 
A hungry poct takes be air; 


N 
. | ® 4. 4, f 


———— —_—_— eee ee” 


II meet from money 'd fools diſdain ; 
In van the laurel crowns my brows ; 


Nor Bay or laurel, fruit produces 2 
ight her, 


' & T've fame purſu'd and now I've ca- 
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The air on Richmond Hill tho* good, 
And excellent Cameleon food, | 
Is rather of too thin a nature, 
For a beef. loving, two-legg'd creature: 
Our poet ſtops, he looks around, 
And murmurs thus in doleful ſound : 

« When plenty o'er the landſcape reign* 


„ Shall Bards alone feel meagre paius ? 
„ Ah, What avails, if inthe town 


„ My madrigals acquir'd renown ; 
If ſtranger to all-pow'rful coin 
J ſeldom taſte che rich ſirloin; 


c If for the produce of my brain, 


„ What crowns my pocket ?-— Not one ſouſe 
„ Of bay or laurel, where the uſe is? = 


6 She proves mere moon-{hane in the water; 
„ How happier the unletter'd glutton, 

& Whocan indulge on beef and mutton i— 
„ Ho curſt each fervant of the nine! 

& I'd rather be a fool and dine,” 

He ſaid and to his great ſurpriſe 

Beneath his feet a Straw replies ;'—— - 

« Ab, hapleſs Bard, look down. and ſee 

“% Thy ſtriking emblem here in me; 

+ Deſpis'd by thoſe, ta whom my head 
& Furniſh'd the ſlaff of living bread: 
* That g in'd, bchold me here caft down, 
6 Trod on by ev'ry fordid clown : 

& Juſt fo the bard, who from his brain 

„ The hungry mind can entertain, 
Is ſoon neglefted and forgot, 

6 A barren praiſe his helpleſs lot; 

© To fame becomes an empty bubble, 

© Tred on by fools like flraw os ſlubble““ 


FABLES, 
The Two Kings. 


| Crooite the river Styx, with ſhoals 
- Of new departed motley ſouls, 
Old Charon look'd confounded black 
Leſt with the load his boat ſhou'd crack 
Tho? fouls, as ſouls, are a Wes freight, 
Their fins oft prove a deadly weight, 
Aud ſhould their floating carriage fail em: 
Not ev'n cork jackets, wou'd ava lem, 
His boat chuck full, ach ſcreaming roſe 
From nurſes, miſſes, ladies, beaux, | _ 
That Charon rais'd his voice and ſwore, 
W bile echo antwer'd from the ſhore, 
If they continu'd thus their tricks, 
Hog He'd ſouſe em eyery one in Styx,” = 
And aſk'd em with a phiz moſt grim, 
If they bad ever learnt to ſwim t=— ., 
In ſhort he ſoon becalm'd the riot, 
r; And made 'em tolerably quiet: 
He trim'd his boat, and with a frown, - . 
Curſt 'em, and made 'em all ſi dowu. | 
Order obſerv'd in ſome degree, 
A ghoſt of high pompoſuy, 
With courtly air and fcornful look | 
Thus to his brother ſhadows ſpoke 'm— , _ 9 
« Hence, reptiles, hence, your diſtance know 7 
& Due homage to a monarch ſhow ; 
& Shall one of my illuſtrious birth, 
« A king, — adetty on earth, _ 
« Be.crowded thus with the Canaille, 
« Fellows who ſtink of beef and ale? 
„% You, Charon, with that dirty face, 
„ Depend on't, you ſhall loſe your place; 
% My brother ſovereign Pluto ſoon +» 
Shall make you {mari for what you've done: 


ſe: 


LADLE 


* Reptiles a avaunt—at diſtance tende 
* Your touch, looks, mantiers, all offend,” | 
Old Charon grumbling in his may , 
Stopt him, and bid him hold is jaw f— 
Wil one, who, living from the lage 
Had often entertain'd the age, 

With whim Cervantic in his face, 

Firſt bowing, thus addreſs'd his grace; 
All hail—great king, great . bail! 
- © Frown not, I'm not of the Canaille; 
In me your brother Brentford view, 
„* I've been a king as well as you; 

« Like you have worn a pageant crowa, 
„And aw'd the millions with a frown ; _ 
& Like you too, brother Piz, reſign'd, 
% And left my pageant crown behind: 
«© But now good Sir, be not offended—— 
* The curtain dropt, the farce is ended : 

* Tho' fortune for the age equipt us, b 

© Our wardrobe keeper, Death has Wl us, 

„ And the rich robes on earth poſſeſt, 

« Lie folded in the grave at reſt ﬀ—— 

„ Maugre the rank we living bore, © 

„ ].ike theſe we're ſhadows now no more; 

&* All, brothers all——-at leaſt in this, 

® We're but Perſons Dramatis ; 


% Like them we're bound o Critic-hall, 


© By critics rules to riſe or fall ; 


„% Where kings, lords, beggars al mul 1 

&« And ubdiflinguilh'd hold the hand, 

„While critic Minos aud his jury, 

& ( Tis true, good brother, I aſſure ye) 

« Will hiſs or clap, juſt as they find 

% We've pliy'd the characters aſſign'd; 

„Where birth and rank paſs 2 

% And merit only is rewarded.” 

He fpoke———the monarch, ſighing ſwore, 
„He never heard ſuch mths before,” 


- & Firſt, in his Tongue, ſuch terrors lie, 


To ſtop his tongue, and not his ears, 


. 
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FABLES, 
The Petition of the Fools to Jupiter. 


* 

I: ROM Greaan AXsor, to our Gar, 

Each fabulilt is pleas'd to ſay, 

That Jovsx gives ear to all petitions, 

From animals of all conditions; 

Like earthly kings, he hears their wants, 

And like them too, not always grants. 

Some years ago---the fools aſſembled, 

Who long at SrANHOrE's wit had trembled, 

And with repeated ftrokes grown fore, 

Moſt eulen tid Jove implore, 

That he would ſhield them from that wit, 

Which pointed well, was ſure to hit: 

*T was hard, they ſaid, to be thus baited, 

That were not by themſelves created ; 

And if they were to folly prone, 

The fault, they hop'd was not their ewn. | 
Jove ſmil'd and ſaid---Not quite ſo faft ; 

You were indeed made up m haſte ; 

Wich little care I form'd your brain, 

But never made you pert and vain: 

STANHOPE himſelf would be your friend, 

Did you not ſtrive my work to mend, 

And wildly ſtraying from my rules; 

Make vourſelves fops, whom I made fools : 

But tell me how, for I am willing 

To grant your wiſh, on this ſide killing, 

And ſhield you for the time to come.--- 

« Strike CuEsTERFIELD, dead, blind and dumb.“ 


* If that is ſtop'd he can't reply: 


& Will only multiply our fears; y 
% He'll anſwer both in proſe and verſe, 
« And they will prove à laſting curſe: __. f 
* Then ſtop, O fire of gods, and men, 1 
„That ill more dreadful tongue, his pen: 4 


Ai. 


e are not, good Jo ye, his lordſhip' $ fight, 
« We ne'er fal reſt, if he can ſee to write.“ 
Hold, hold --cries Jove, a moment ſtay; i 
You — not fools, for what you pray; 
Your malice, ſhooting in the dark, 
Has driv'n the arrow o'er the ck. 
Deaf, dumò, and blind, ye hilly folk! 
Is all this rancour for a joke p 
Shall I'be pander to your hate, 
And mortals-teach to rail at fate? 
To mend a little your condition, 
I'll grant one third of your petition; 
He ihall be deaf, and you be free 7598 
From his keen, 1 repartce, 
Which like high-temper'd-po/i{h'd Neel, 
Will quicker wound, than you can feel: 
With fear, with weakneſs we domphy 
But ſlill what malice aſks, deny: wo 
How ,wou'd Ar94L0, Hennes, ſwear, —_ 
Shou'd 1 give ear to all your, pray'r, | 
And blaſt the man, who from his birth 
Has been their fav'rite care on earth ?. 
What, tie bis tongue, and cloud his ſight, 
That he no more may talk and write! 


I can't indulge your foohſh pride, | 
And mend all W world beſide. 


* „„ r 
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Fame and his Companions. 


Kia en'd once upon a time,,. : 

(A 5 made choice of for the Mme) 

Water and Fire agreed to ſtray, * + 

With Fame, the partner of their ver. 3 10 
Fire was a. noiſy, rattling e 


* a n * maid. | : 


: „ 
* 


Nor let the wiſe with wonder read 
That two ſuch contraries agreed ; 
For greater oppoſites than theſe, 
The love of Fame unites with eaſe, 
Through various realms they travell'd long, 
Went often right, but oft'ner wrang. | 
Fire ſometimes miſs'd his proper road, 
And in a Miſer's chimney glow'd ; 
Water, miſtaking her deſign, 
Intruded frequently on wine, 
While Fame, deluded by the crowd, 
Lodg'd with the crafty and the proud. 
Thus, men of diff'rent taſte, in vain _ 
Attempt one projett to ſuſtain ; 
For while they dream of doing wonders, 
They lead each other into blunders. 
At length with various error tir'd, 
Their firſt deſign a change requir'd, 
Water and Fire to gain their ends, 
Propos'd to part---but part as friends : 
Each was to leave ſome mark behind him, 
That t'other, at a pinch, might find him. 
% Where ſprightly verdure decks the ground, 
(Says Water) © I ſhall till be found. | 
„ With wealth and pow'r ſometimes 1 dwell, 
* But oft'ner in the Hermit's cell. 
„ Baniſh'd from feaſts by nobler claret, 
I ſeek the raptur'd poet's garret ; 
© Where trade prevails, my torrents flow, 
„My ſtreams where bending oſiers grow.“ 
Wbere circling clouds of ſmoak aſpire, 
You're ſure to meet with me (ſays Fire); 
Deep in the bowels of the mine, 
And in the ſtars above I ſhine ; 
In ev'ry houſe on winter nights, 
In ev'ry verſe the poet writes; 
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ate, as whims prevail, 

y, ora glow-worm's -— a4 7 
„ Comrades, (ſays Fame) I own I'm lock | 
* To tell my temper to you both; br 
« When lov'd and courted by my a” 

« My care their ev'ry ſtep aitends ; - 

« When view'd with a negletiful eye, 

* Stung with th? affront, at once I fly, 

* Since this the caſe, from either ſide, 

6 It gives me ſorrow to divide; | 

* You, when you pleaſe, by certain ſigns, 

* When Love or Intereſt inclines, un 

& Again may meet, tho' now you, ſever ; | 


But whom I leave, I leave for ever.“ 


— 


Bacchus and the F — 


As Baccbus ranging at his 3 
(Joly olly Bacchus, king of pleaſure !) 
harm'd the world with drink 2nd dances, 
And all his thouſand airy fancies, 
Alas ! he quite forgot the while 
His fav'rite vines in Leſbos iſle. 
The God, returning ere they dy d, 
Ah! ſee my jolly Fauns he cry'd, 
The leaves ba hardly born ace red, 
And the bare arms, for pity ſpread: . 
The beaſts afford a rich manure; 
Fly, my boys, to bring the cure; 
2 the mountains, o'er the vales, 
Thro' the woods, and down the dales, 
Fot this, if full the cluſter grow, 
Your bowls ſhall doubly overflow. 
So chear'd with more officious haſte 


They bring the dung of ev'ry beaſt ; 


The loads they wheel, ihe roots they lays | 7 
They lay the rich manure with care 3 | 
While oft he calls to labour hard, 
And names us oft the red FEET . 
The plants refrefh*d, new leaves appear, 
The thick'ning cluſters load the year; 5 
The ſeaſon ſwiftly purple grew, : N 
The grapes hung dangling deep with blue, | 
A vineyard ripe, a day ſerene | 
Now calls them all to work again. 
The Fauns chro' ev'ry furrow ſhoot | 
To load their flaſkets with the fruit; l 
And now the vintage early trod, 
The wine invites the jovial God. 
Strew the roſes, raiſe the 5 
See the maſter comes along; 
Luſty Revel, join'd with Laughter, 
Whim and Frolic follow after: 
The Fauns aſide the vats remain 
To ſhow the work, and reap the gain, 
All around, 104 all arbund 
They ſit to riot on the ground; 
A veſſel ſtands amidſt the ring, 
And here they laugh, and there =; ling ; 
Or riſe a jolly jolly band, 
And dance about it hand in hand ; 
Dance about, and ſhout amain, 
Then fit to laugh and fing again. 
Thus they drink, and thus they play 
The ſun, and all their wits away. 
But as an ancient author ſung, 
The vine manur'd with ev'ry dung, 
From ev'ry ereature ſtrangely drew 
A twang of brutal nature too 
"Twas hence in drinking on the lawns 
New turns of humour ſeiz'd the range 


K 


Mad and careleſs, hot and vain 2 
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\ Here one was crying out, by Jove! 
Ane fight me in rove'; . _ /. 
This . a friend, my that the trees; 
The lion's tem 'd in theſe, 

Another grins, m_— about, 

And keeps a merry world of rout, 
And talks impertinently free, | 
And twenty talk the ſame as he: 


Chat t ring, idle, airy kind: 


Theſe take the monkeys turn of wind. 
Here one, that ſaw the Nymph which ſtood, 
To peep upon them from the wood, 
Steals off to try if any maid ? 
Be lagging late beneath the ſhade : 
While looſe diſcourſe another raiſes 
In naked nature's plaineſt phraſes, 
And ev'ry glaſs he drinks enjoys, 
With change of nonſenſe, luſt and noiſe ; 


Such as theſe the goat retain, _ 
Another drinks and caſts it up, 

And drinks, and wants another cup. ; 

Solemn, ſilent, and ſedate, 

Ever long, and ever late, 

Full of meats, and full of wine : 

This takes his temper from the ſwine. 
Here ſome who hardly ſcem to breathe, 

Drink, and hang the jaw beneath. 

Gaping, tender, apt to weep: 

Their nature's alter'd by the ſheep, 
Twas thus one autumn, all the crew. 

(If what the Poets ſay be true) 

While Bacchus made the merry feaſt, 

Inclin'd to one, or other beaſt : 

And ſince, tis ſaid, for many a mile 

He ſpread the vines of Leſbos iſle. 
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FABLES, 
The Ant and the Caterpillar. 


As an ant, of his talents ſuperiorly vain, 

Was trotting with conſequence over the plain, 

A worm, in his progreſs, remarkably flow, 

Cry'd, “ Bleſs your good worſhip, wherever you go ? 
« I hope your great mightineſs won't take it ill, 


„ pay my reſpetts from an hearty good will,” 


With a look of contempt, and ineffable pride, 

6 Begone you vile reptile, his antſhip reply'd : 

« Go, go, and lament your contemptible ſtate : 

“ But firſt—look at me—ſee—my limbs how complete: 
& I guide all my motions with freedom and eaſe; 

& I run back and ferward, and turn when I pleaſe. 


“ Of nature (grown weary) thou ſhocking eſſay! 


I ſpurn you thus from me; —crawl out of my way,” 


The reptile inſulted, and vex'd to the ſoul, 
Crept onwards, and hid himſelf cloſe in his hole; 
But nature determin'd to end his diſtreſs, ; 
Soon ſent him abroad in a butterfly drefs. 


Ere long the proud ant was repaſſing the road, 
(Fatigu'd from the harveſt, and tugging his load) 
The beau on a violet bank he beheld, 

Whoſe veſture in glory, a monarch's excell'd; 
His plumage expanded !---'twas rare to behold 
So lovely a mixture of purple and gold : 

The ant, quite amaz'd at a figure ſo gay, 

Bow'd low with reſpect, and was trudging away: 


* Stop, friend,” ſays the butterfly, ( don't be ſurpris'd 3 
® I once was the reptile you ſpurn'd and deſpis'd 3 
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100 FABLES. 

* But now, I can mount---in the ſun-beams I play, 

While you mull, forever, drudge on in your way.” 
MORAL. 


A wretch that to-day is o'erloaded with ſorrow, 
May ſoar above thoſe that oppreſs'd him to-morrow. 


& ith. * ©4000 3. or 
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Attraflion and Repulf on. 


Rxrur Sie to Attraction cry'd, _ 

„% Why do you draw me thus aſide ?” 

Attraction anſwer'd in a crack, 
II pull this way, you pull back. 
. Boch are endu'd-with equal might, 

« To keep the equilibrio right. 

“ Shou'd you, Repulſion, puſh too hard, 

% The univerſe would ſoon be marr'd ; 

e And I, to quit my deſtin'a law, 

1e Shou'd ſoon the world to ruin draw; 

Then ne'er to join in friendſhip chafe, 

& Tis oppoſition keeps us ſafe.” 

Thus in a nation parties view, 

Some this and others that purſue ; 

The quarrel has a good effect, 

For if theſe cheat us, thoſe detect; 

But ſhould the leagues of friendſhip ſuike, 

Why then they'd all be rogues alike. 


tht. 


Tie Butterfly and the Catterpillar, 


AN a fair ſummer's radiant morn, 
A Butterfly divinely born, 
Whofe lineage dated from the ul 
Of Noah's or Deucalion's flood, 


T ABLES, 


Long hov'ring round a nerfum'd lawn, 
By various guſts of odours drawn, 
At lait eftabliſh'd his repoſe 
On the rich boſom ofa roſe. 
'The palace pleas'd the lord et: 
Wb nad on n'd a i neſt 7 
The dewy leaves luxurious ſhed 
Their balmy odours e' er his head, 

And with their ſilken tapꝰſtry fold 
His limbs, enthron'd on central gold, 
He thinks the thorns embaitled round 
To guard bis caſtle's lovely mound, 
And all the buſh's wide domain 
Subſervient to his fancied reign, 

Such. ample bleſſings ſwell'd the fly! 
Yet in his mind's capacious eyes 
He roll'd the change of morial things, 
The common fate of flies and kings. 
Wich grief he ſaw how lands and honours, 
Are apt to ſlide to various owners; 
Where Mowbrays dwelt, bow grocers dwell, 
And how cits buy what barons ſell. 
& Great Phœbus, patriarch of my line, 
« Avert ſuch ſhame from ſons of thine 7 
% To them confirm theſe roofs,” he ſaid 3 
And then he ſwore an oath ſo dread, | 
The ſtouteſt waſp that wears a ſword 
Had trembled to have heard the word ! 
« If law can rivet down entails, 
«© Theſe manors ne'cr {hall pals to ſnails. 
6 I ſwear,” —and then he ſmote his ermine— 
6 Theſe towers were never built for vermin,” 
A caterpillar grovell'd near, 
A ſubile {low conveyancer, 
Who ſummon'd waddles with his quill 
To dra the haughty inſects will; 
K 2 
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None but his heirs muſt own the” e 
Begotten, or to be begot: 
Each leaf he binds, each bud he ties 
To eggs of eggs of butterflies. 
When lo! how fortune loves to teaze 
Thoſe who would diftate her decrees ! 
A little boy was paſſing by; 2 .: 
The wanton child beheld the fl, 
And eager ran to ſeize the prey; 
But too impetuous in his play, 
Cruſh'd the proud tenant of an hems, 
And ſwept away the manſion-flow'r. 


o 
dw ah. th, — 


The Pan and he Spider 


3 ſphere of mild doweliic life, - 
A daughter, mother, miſtreſs, wife, 
Who hills approv'd ſhall live in ftory, 
And gain the height of female glory. 
But chief, o'er all, ye wiſer fair. 
Wt . 8 nr charge 1 
Pure heart-ennobling, bleft employ ! 
Which Saints and Angels view with] joy. 
Beneath a venerable ſhade _ 
The pious pelican had made 
Her bumble neſt; with rapture there 
Inceſſant ply'd the mother's care 
From night to morn, from morn to night, 
Not more her duty than delight, 
To watch. the tender, chirping brood, 
Protect them, and provide their food 
At dewy eve, at morning's — 2 ö 
Sofi-canopy'd beneath her win 
They ſlept ſecure 3 -herſelf {i ains, | 
Tatiem, the cold and drenching rains, 


. 
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Nor felt nor fear'd the furious e | T | 

Her callow neſtlings dry and warm. 

| Whate'er her early ſearch ſupplies, -  -, 

Deny'd her own neceſſities, _ . 

She gave her young, and prov'd\from thencey 

The tuxury of abſtinence. | 

In vain the concert in the e, 

In vain the wing'd aſſembly. ſtrove 

To tempt her fn the nurſery's care ; 

Her muſic and her micth were there. 
Thus liv'd ſhe till, one fatal day, 

Doom'd all her virtues to diſplay, 

What time the morning's wiſh'd ſupply 

Eludes her utmoſt induſtr 

She fiſh'd the brook, ſhe 45 d the main, | 

Search'd hill, and dale, and wood in vain; 

Not one poor grain the world affords, 

To feed her helpleſs hungry birds. 

What mou ſhe do ? Ah! ſee, they faint 3 

With unavailing weak complaint, 

Theſe, dearer than her vital breath, 

| Reſign to famine's lingering 2 

The thought was frenzy No; ſhe preſs'd * 

Here ſharp beak on her own kind breaſt, 

With cruel piety, and fed 

Her wond'ring infanis. as ſhe b 

% Accept, ſhe cry'd, dear pretty crew! 

% This ſacrifice. to love and you.“ | 
© Mad foul, forbear,”” exclaim'd a Spider, 

That indolently loung'd belide her; 

« This horrid act of thine evinces 

© Your 1gnorance of Courts and Princes. 

& Lord, what a creature !-—Tear thy neck faft, 

% To give thy peeviſh brats a breakfaſt ! 

6 Hadi thou among the Great reiided, 

& And mark'd their manners well, as L did 
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& The mather*'s milk, much leſs her. urn 
& Is ne*er the well- born infant 's food. 
„ Why there's my Lady Oſtrich now, 
& Wbo viſits in che vale — | 
Gives her new- horn, which proves no curls 
Jo the rough element to nurſe.” 
« *Tis true, ſome accident may hurt it, 
Ius limbs be broken and diſtorted ; 
&« Admit there's chance it does not live 
© Pleaſure is our prerogative, 
% And biooms and bruſhes be my ruin, 
« Exe in a neſt I'd fit a fiewing ——— 
* Or, for my duty's ſake forſooth, 
4 To nurſing ſacriſice my youth 
% Exe let my drats my fleſh devour, 
«© I'd eat them up a ſcore an hour.“ 
Foul fiend the lovely martyr cry'd,” 
Avaunt ! thy horrid perſon hide; 
Folly and viee thy ſoul diſgrace; 
Twas theſe, not Pallas, ſpoil'd thy face, 
And ſunk thee to the reptile race. 

Yes, thy own bowels hung thee thers 
A felon out of nature's care; 
wirt heaven eee 
Emblem of ſelfiſhneſs and ſloth. 
Ye Cotericans'!! Who profeſs, 
No buſineſs, but to dance and dreſs 3 
Pantheifls ! who no God adore z 
Houſewwes, that ſtay at home no more; 
Wives without huſbands, mothers too, 
Whom your own children never knew ; 
Who leſs the b leſſed ſun eſteem | 
Than lamps and tapers grealy gleam ; 
Ye morning gameſtets, walkers, riders, 
wr { or als you mmm een 
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The Two Young Beavers. 


Twen well, my friend, for Be kind, | 
Would every. man ar neſs 3 
In his own orbit always move, | 
Nor blame nor envy: thoſe above. 

A Beaver, well advanc'd inage, 

By long experience render'd ſage, | 
Was ſkill'd in all the uſeful arts, 

And juſtly deem'd a beaſt of parts; 

Which he: apply'd (as patriots Ree) 

In cultivating public g 

This beaver on a certain day, | 

A friendly vilit went to p | 

Toa young coulin, pert ce at vain, 

Who often rey'd about the plain: 

With every idle beaſt conferr'd 

Hearing, and telling what he heard. 

The vagrant youth was gone from home, 

When th'ancient ſage approach'd his dome, 

Who each apartment view'd with care, 

But found each wanted much repair. 

The walks were crack'd, decay 4 the doors, 

The corn lay mouldy on the fleors; 

Through gaping crannies ruſh'd amain 

The bluſt'ring winds with ſnow and rain 3 

The timber all was rotten grown. 

In ſhort, the houſe was tumbling down, 

The gen'rous beaſt, by pity ſway'd, 

Griev'd to behold it thus decay'd ; | 

And while he mourn'd the ratter'd. leene, 

The maſter of the lodge came in. 

The firſt congratulations o er, 
They reſt beats on the floor; 
When thus the young conceited beaſt. . 

His thoughts i impertinent exprefs'd, 
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J long have been ſurpris'd to find, | 
The lion grown ſo wond'rous kind 
To one peculiar fort of beaſts, 

While he another ſort deteſts ; 
His royal favour chiefly fatls 
Upon the ſpecies of jack-alls ; 
They ſhare the profits of his throne, 
He ſmiles on them, and them alone. 

Mean while the ferret's uſeful race 
He ſcarce ad mits to fee his face 
Traduc'd by lies and ill report. 

re baniſh'd from his regal court. 

And counted, over all the plain, 
Oppoſer's of the lion's reign. 

Now I conceiv'd a ſcheme laſt night, 
Would doubtleſs fet this matter right: 
Theſe parties ſhould unite together; 
The hon partial be to neither, 

But let them both his favours ſhare, 
And both conſult in peace and war. 
This method (were this method try*d} 
Would ſpread politic bafis wide, 

And on a bottom broad and ſtrong, 
Support the ſocial union long— = 
But uncle, uncle, much I fear, 

Seme have abus'd thelion's ear; 

He liſtens to the leopard's tongue; 

That vursed leopard leads him wrong: 
Weie he but baniffi'd far away— 
You don't attend to what I ſay! 

| Why really, coz, the ſage rejoin's, 
The rain and ſnow, and driving wind, 
Beat through with ſuch prodigious force, 
It made me deaf to your diſcourſe. 
Now coz, were my advice purſu'd, 
(And ſure I mean it for your good) 


F? 
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Methinks you ſhould this houſe repair 
Be this your ſirſt and chiefeſſ care. 


Your il the voice of prudence calls 5 


To ſtop theſe crannies in the walls, 
15 2 the roof before it falls, 


f you. this needful taſk perform, 41 ** 

l make your manhon. dry and warm 3 

And we may then converſe together, 
No ee ber N. 
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Cenius, Virtue par Reputation, 


As 8 VIR TVU, REPUTATION 
Three worthy friends, o'er all the nation 
1 then. poly Gio ED); N 
And vaſu Italy and Greece; 
By travel to improve thei parts, 
And learn the languages and arts: 
Not like eur modern fops and beaux, 
T' improve the pattern of their cloaths; 

Thus GEN Ius ſaid;—“ Companions Len, 
* To what I ſpeak, aka an ear. 
* Some chance, perhaps, may us divide; 
6 Let us againſt the worlt provide, 
„% And give ſome fign by which to find 
& A fiend thus loft, or "ef hehind. 
& For me, if cruel fate ſhould ever A 
«© Me and my dear companions ſever, -_- 
& Go, ſeek me midſt the wall of Rome, 
& At Angelo's or Raphael's tomb 
& Or elſe at Virgtl's tacred ſhine, 
“ Lamenting wich the ſacred Nine.“ 

Next V ik Tue, pauſing:— (for ſhe knew 
The places were but very fcw, 
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Where ſhe could fairly hope to flay 


*Till her companions came that way,) 

te Paſs by (ſhe cry'd) the court, the ball, 

“ The Alger and carnival, 

& Where all in falſe diſguiſe appear, 

% But Vice; wheſe face is ever bare: 

6 »Tis ten to one, I am not there. 

© CAL 1A, the lovelieſt maid on earth ! © 
« T've been her friend, cer ſince her birth; 
& Perfethion in her perſon charms, 

« And virtue all her boſom warms ; 

& A matchleſs pattern for the fair: 

“Her dwelling ſeck, you'll find me there,” 
Cry'd RE TUTATION, I, like you, 
„Had once a ſoft companion too: 

& As fair her perſon, and her fame, 

& And CooQuzTissA was her name. 
© Ten thouſand lovers ſwell'd her train; 
Ten theuſand lovers ſigh'd in vain : 
c Where'er ſhe went, the danglers came; 
& Vet flill I was her fav'rite flame. 

6 Till once,—('twas at the public ſhow) 
The play being done, we roſe to go; 

& A thing who long had ey'd the fair, 

&« His neck ſliff yo old in Tellaire, 

& With clean white gloves firſt made approach, 
& Then begg'd to lead her to her <7 6s 

& She ſmil'd and gave her lilly band; 

% Away they tript it to the Strand: 

& A. hackney-coach receive the pair, 
They went to——but I won't tell where, 
ben loſt ſhe Reputation quite; | 


. 


“ Friends, take example from that night, 
& And never leave me from your ſight, 
For oh! if cruel fate intends 


Ever to part me from my friends, 
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& Think that I'm dead; my death deplore, 
« But never hope to foe me more! 

«& In vain you'll ſearch the world around ; 
& Loſt reputation's never found.“ 


ta —__—_—_ 
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Marriage A-la- mode: Or, the Two Sparrows, 


Grove there was, by nature made. 
> Off trees that form'd a pleaſing ſhade; 
Where warbled, ever free from care, 
The wing'd re of the air. 
Here tun'd the Nightingale her throat; 
The Thruſh there thrill'd her piercing note; 
The Finch, Lark, Linnet, all agree 
To join the ſylvan harmony. 

Two am'rous Sparrows choſe this place. 
The ſofteſt of the feather 'd race; 
The Mars and Venus of the grove, 
Leſs fam'd for ſinging than for love. 
The ſongſters warbled ſweet, while they 
As ſweetly bill'd their time away. 
So cloſely ſeated were the two, 
Together you would think they grew: 
The twig was ſlender where they ſat, 
And bent beneath their little weight ; 
But ſcarcely in their lives was known 
To bear the one, when one was flown. 
When hunger call'd, they left the wood, 
Together ſought the field for food ; 
When thirſty, in the ſhallow rills 
Together dipt their little bills. 
When Pnoz Bus ſetting in the weſt, 
And thick*ning ſhades invite to reſt, 
They komeward bent their mutual flight : 2 
Thus paſs'd their day, thus * cheir night. 

Lo 
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The caſtle where theſe lovers lay, 


Was in a hollow oak, * 

Tbere ſide by ſide, all hey keys | 

Together walked, 8 llept: 

And mixing amorous diſport, 

They made their winter-ev*ning ſhort, 

Though free, *twas left to either's mind 
Jo chuſe a mate from all their kind; 

She only lov'd the loving he; 

5 He only lov'd the loving ſhe. 

Q Pure Joy, poor mortals ſeldom find; 
* Her footman, Sor Row, waits n 
And Fate impartial deals to all 

The hony'd potion mix'd with gall. 
This pair on an unhap 

Too far together chanc'd to firay ; 
Benighted and with ſnares beſet, 
Our Mans and Venus in a net, 
Alas ! were caught. —O change of flate ! 
A little cage is . their fate. 

No more they ſeek the ſpacious grove; 
No more they burn with mutual love; 
Their paſſion changes with their life, 

z And ſoon they fall from love to ſtrife, 

Their lutle fouls with growing rage 

High ſwell ; they flutter round the cage 3 : 

For get the Bender twig, where late 
Clole fide by fide in love they fat ; 
One perch is now too ſmall to bold 
The EE mate and chirping ſcold : 

They peck each other o'er their food; 

And thirſt to drink each other's blood. 

Two cages muſt the pair divide, 

Or death the quarrel will Fu; Oh 

A pifture this of human life! 

The modern huſband, and the wife. 


* K 
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Who eder in courtſhip ſaw a pair 
So kind as he, as ſhe ſo fair ? 
The kiſſes that they gave each other. 
You'd think had ſeal'd their lips together; 
Each vows to each a mutual flame; 
And dreams twill always laſt the ſame; 
But fix them once in Hyme N's chains, 
And each alternately complains. 450 
The honey - moon is ſcarce declin'd, | 
But all the honey of their mind — + 
Is gone, and leaves the fling behind. 
The ſcene of love is vaniſh'd quite : 
They pout, grow peeviſh, ſcold and fight. 
Too tables feed each parted gueſt; 
Two beds receive the pair to reſt ; 
And law alone can mend the ſtrife, 
With ſeparate maintenance for life. 
I 


— — — 


The Marriage of the Myrtle and the Yew. 


A Myrtle flouriſh'd *mongft the flowers, 

Aud happy paſs'd her maiden - 

The lovely roſe, the garden's queen, aſs 

nion of this ſhrub was ſeen 3 7 

The Lily fair, the Violet blue, "Te 

The Eglantine beſide her grew : 

The. Woodbine's arms did round her twine, 

Wich the pale genteel Jefſamine : | 

With her's the Tuberoſe mix'd her ſweet ; 

The flow'rs were gracious, ſhe diſcreet. 
The envious ſhrubs with ſome regret, 

Saw all her friends in wedlock met ; 

Up the tall Elm the Woodbine ſwarms, 

And twines her marriageable arms 
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Strikes flag to her good coulin Yew. 
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A gorgeous bower the Jeſſamine chofe, . 
The glory of ſome ancient houſe; | 
With joy ſhe views the ſhort-liv'd maid, 


| The violet, drooping in the ſhade ; 


And ſees (which pleas'd her to the quick) 
The Lily hug a ſapleſs tick. 
* And muſt Myrtilla ſtill be ſeen 


© Pining in ficknels ever-green ? 


& Shall he 

Wich that ſhe arm'd her brow, 
Which once had conqueſts gain'd, but now 
Too old to chuſe, too proud to ſue, 


* 


This Yew was fair, and large and good. 
Eſleem'd a pretty flick of wood: 
But never in the garden plac'd, 
Or to be borne by nymphs of dalle, | 
But in a wilderneſs, or waſte : 
And cut and clipt, whate'er you do, 1 
This pretty ick was ſtill but Yew. | 


The pois'nous drops, the baleful ſhade 


Struck each gentecler flower dead; 

But Myrile being ever- green, 

Thought Nature taught io wed her kin, 
careleſs of th' event, withdrew 

$ old Friends, and ſought her Yew. 

old the am'rous ſhrub trenſplanted, 

And her laſt prayer in vengeance granted. 

The bride and bridegroom cling together, 

Enjoy the fair, and ſcorn foul w eather. 

Vilits are pay'd : around are ſeen 

The ſerubbed race of ever-green, 

The ill-natut'd Holly, ragged Box, 

And Yew's own family in flocks : 


But not a flow'r of ſcent or flavour, 


Would do the bride ſo great a favour, 
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But in contempt drew in their leaves, 

And ſhrunk away, as Senſititives. 

The bluſhing *Queen, with decent pride, | 
Turn'd, as ſhe paſs'd, her head aſtde ; | 2 
The Lily ſicken'd, it is true, 

To ſee MyRTIILA Mrs. Yew : 

The Eglantine, a prude by nature, 

Would never go a-near, the Creature ; 

And the gay Woodbine gave a flaunt, 

Nor anſwer'd her but with a taunt. 

Poor My RTLE, ſtrangely mortify'd, | 
Too late reſumes her former pride; | i 
Which heighten'd now by pique and ſpleen, _ We 
Paints her condition doubly mean. i 
She. four'd her mind, grew broken-hearted 
And ſoon this ſpiteful world departed ; 
And now lies decently interr'd, | 


Near the old VE W in yon church-yard, p 
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The Pepper-Box and Salt-Seller. 


HE *fquires had din'd alone one day, 
And Tom was call'd to take away, 
Tom clear'd the board with dextrous irt 
But, willing to ſecure a tart, | 
The liquoriſh youth had made an halt: 
And left the pepper-box and ſalt 
Alone, upon the marble table, 
15 thus, be men, were heard to ſquabble, 
epper n, © Pray, Sir, ſays he 
What buſinet have * e 5 
Is't fat that ſpices of my birth 
Should rank with thee, thou ſcum of earth ? 
I'd have you know, Sir, I've a ſpirit 
Suited to my ſuperior merit, — —_ 
* The Roſe. ; | 
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Though now, confin'd within this eaſtre, 

I ſerve a northern Gothic maſter; 

Yet, born in Java's fragrant wood, 

To warm an ealtern monarch's blood, 

The ſun thoſe rich perfetiions gave me, 

Which tempted Dutchmen to enſlave me. 
Nor are my virtues Here unknown, 

Though old-and wrinkled now I'm grown. 

Black as I am, the faireſt maid 

Invokes my flimulating ad, 

'To give her food the poignant flavour; 

And to each ſauce its proper favour. > 


Paſties, ragouts, and fricaſſees, 


Without my ſeaſoning, fail to pleaſe : 
"Tis L. like wit, muſt give a zeſt, 
And ſprightlineſs, to every feaſt. 

Phy ſicians too my uſe confeſs ; 
My influence ſageſt mat rons bleſs: | 
When drams prove vain, and cholics teaze, | 
To me they tly for certain eaſe. 


Nay, I fr-th vigour can diſpenſe, 


And cure ev'n age and 1 impotence: 

And, when of dulneſs wits complain, 

1 brace the nerves, and clear the brain. 
Nut, to the ſquire here, I appeal— 

He knows my real value well : 

Who, with'one pepper-corn content, 


- Remits the vaſſal's annual ren. 


Hence then, Sir Brine, and keep your diſtance : 
Ge lend the ſcullion your alliance; ; 
For culinary uſes fit; 
To falt the meat upon the "0 : 
Or jult to keep the meat from ſtinking 


 An#then—a ſpecial friend to drinking?” 


„ Your tolly moves me with ſurprize, 5 
(The ſilver tripod-thus replies) 
Pray, maſter Pepper, why ſo hot 2 
Full couſim to the a ee 


* 
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What boots it how our life began? 

Tis breeding makes the gentleman. 
Yet would you ſearch my pedigree, 
I role like Venus from the fea : 

The ſun, whoſe influence you boaſt, 
Nurs'd me upon the Britzfh coaſt, 

The chy miſts know my rank pad place, 
When nature's principles they trace; 
And wiſeſt moderns yield to me 
The elemental monarchy. 

By me all nature is ſupp bind: | 
With all.her beauty, all her pride! | 
In vegetation, I aſcend ; 

To animals, their vigour eds | 
Corruption” s foe, I like ar 

And ſtimulate each {lacken'ed nerve. 

I give jonquils their high perfume ; 

The peach its flavour, Toſe its bloom: 

Nay, I'm the cauſe, when right rac'd, 
Of Pepper's aromatic taſte. 

Such claims you teach me to produce: 

But need I plead my obvious ule - 

In ſeaſoning all terreſtrial food ?P 

When heaven declares, that ſalt is good. 
Grant then, ſome few thy virtues find; 
Yet /alt gives health to all mankind : 
Phyficians ſure will fide with me, 1 
Wbile cooks alone ſhall plead for thee: 
In ſhort, with all thine airs about thee," 
The world were happier far without thee.” 

The *{quire, who all this time ſat mute, 
Now put an end to their diſpute ; . 


He rang the bell bade Tom convey 8 | 


The doughty diſputants away,—- 
The ſalt, refreſh'd by ſhaking up, 
At night did wich his maſler ſup: 
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The pepper Tom alhgn'd his lo — 

With Ta, and muſtard pot; 

A fop with, bites and ſharpers join'd, 
And to che fide-board well confin'd! 

"MORA L. 

Thus real genius is reſpeRted ! 

Conceit and folly ihus neglefled ! 

And, O my SwensTONE! let the vain, 

With miſbecoming pride, explain 

Their ſplendor, influence, wealth er birth; 

—' Tis men of ſenſe are men of worth. 


— . 
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The Eagle and the Aﬀſembly of Birds, 
HE moral lay, to beauty due 


'T write, fair Exctllence, to you; 


Well pleas'd to hope, my vacant hous 
Have been employ d to ſweeten yours. 
Truth under fiction I impart, + 

To weed out folly from the heart, 


Your monument, if actions raiſe, 
Shall I deface by idle praiſe? 
I echo not the voice. of fame, 


That dwells delighted on your name ; 
Her friendly — TR true, ; 


Mere flatt'ry, if I told it you, 
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The proud, the envious, and the vain, 
The jilt, the prude, demand my (Grain 
To theſe, dereſling praiſe, I write, 

And vent, incharity, my ſpite 

With friendly hand I hold the glaſs 

To all, promiſeuous as they paſs : 

Should folly there her likeneſs view, 
I fret not that the mirror's true; 

If che fantaſtic form offend, 

I made it not, but would amend. 

Virtue, in ev'ry clime and age, 
Spurns at the folly-ſoothing page, 
While ſatire, that offends the ear 
Of vice and paſſion, pleaſes her. 

Premiſing this, your anger ſpare, 
And claim the fable, you, who dare. 

The birds in place, by faction preſs'd, 

To jupiter their pray*rs addrefs'd ; 
By ſpecious lies the ſlate was vex'd, 
Their counſels libellers perplex'd ; 

They begg'd (to ſlop ſeditious tongues) 
A gracious hearing of their wrongs. 
Jove grants their ſuit. The Eagle fate, 
Decider of the grand debate. iq: 1 

The Pye, to truſt and pow'r preferr'd, 

Demands permiſſion to be heard. 

Says he, prolixity of phraſe _ 

You know I hate. Thus libel ſays, | 
„ Some birds there are, who prone: to noiſe, | 
& Are hir'd to ſilence wiſdom's voice, 

&« And {kill'd to chatter out the hour, 

% Riſe by their emptineſs to pow'r.“ 

That this is aim'd direct at me, 

No doubt, you'll readily agree; 

Yet well this ſage aſſembly knows, 

By parts to government I roſe; ant 
My prudent counſels prop the ſtate ; 

Magpies were never known to prate. 
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The Kiie roſe up. His honeſt heart 

In virtue's ſuff rings bore a part. 

That chere were birds of prey he knew; 

So far the libeller ſaid true. 1 8 

& Voracious, bold, to rapine e, 

&© Who knew no int'reft but their own ; 

& Who hov'cing o'er the farmer's yard, 

& Nor pigeon, chick, nor duckling ſpar' d.“ 

This might be true, but if apply'd 

To him, in troth, che land rer ly ck. 

Since ign'rance then might be miſled, 

Such things, he theughi, were beſt. unſaid. 

The crow was ven d. As yefler- morn 
He flew a croſs the new-ſown. corn, | 
A ſcreaming boy was ſet for pay, 
He knew, to drive the crows away: 

Scandal had found him out in turn, 

And buzz'd abroad, that crows love corn. 

The Ow!l aroſe, with ſolemn face, 

And thus harangu'd upon the caſe. 

That Magpies prate, it may be true, 

A Kite may be voracious too, ! 
Crows ſometimes deal in new-ſown peaſe ; 
He libels not, who ſtrikes at theſe; 

The flagder's here But there are birds, 
c Whoſe wiſdom. lies in looks, not words; 
& Blund*rers who level in the dark, 

e And always ſhoot belide the mark.” 

He names not me; but, cheſe are hints, 
Which manifeſt at whom he ſquinis; 

I were indeed that blund' ring tow}, 

To queſtion if he meant an owl. 

Ye reiches, hence ! the Eagle cries ; 
*Tis conſcience, conſcience, that applies ; 
The virtuous miud takes no alarm, | 
Secur'd by innocence: from harm, 

While guilt and his affociate fear, 
Are ſtartled atthe paſſung air. 


| 
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-The Panther, Horſe, & other. Beaſls, 


T man, who ſeeks to win the fair, | 


(So cuſtom ſays) muſt truth forbear ; 
Muſt fawn and flatter, cringe and ke, 
And raiſe the goddeſs to the ky; 
For truth is hateful to her ear, 
A rudeneſs which ſhe cannot bear — 
A rudeneſs ?P—Yes,—l ſpeak my thoughts ; 
For truth upbraids her with her faults, 
How wretched, Chloe, then am I © 
Who love you, and yet cannot lie, 
And ſtill to make you bleſs my friend, 
I ſtrive your errors to amend 7 
But ſhall the ſenſeleſs fop impart 
The ſofteſt paſſion to — heart, 
While he, who tells you honeſt truth, 
And points to. happineſs your youth. 
Determines, by his care, his lot, 
And lives negletted, and forgot 
Truſt me, my dear, with greater eaſe, 
Your taſte for flatt'ry I could pleaſe. 
And ſimilies in each dull line, 
Like glow-worms in the dark, ſhould ſhine, 
What if I fay your lips diſcloſe +. 
The freſhneſs of the op'ning roſe ? 
Or that your cheeks are beds of flow'rs, 
Enripen'd by refreſhing ſhow'rs ? 
Yet certain as theſe flow'rs ſhall fade, 
Time ev'ry beanty will invade. 
The butterfly of various hue, 
More than the flow'r reſembles you; 
Fair, flutt'ring, fickle, buſy thing, 
To pleaſure ever on the wing, 
Gayly coquetting for an hour, 
Let ne — be * of more. 


* 
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Would you the bloom ef youth ſhould laſt ? 
. *Tis virtue that mult bind it faſt, 

An caſy carriage, wholly "free © 

From ſour referve, or levity ; ugly 
Good-natur'd mirth, an open heart. 
And looks unſkill'd in any art; 
Humility, enough to own 

The frailties, which a friend makes known, 
And decent pride, enough to know 

The worth . virtue can beſtow. 

Theſe are the charms which ne'er decay 
Tho' youth, and beauty fade away, yr 
And time, which all things elſe removes, 
Still. heightens virtue, and improves. 

You'll frown, and aſk to what intent, 

This blunt addrefs to you is ſent ; | 
T'lt ſpare the queſtion, and confeſs 

I'd praife you, if I lov'd you lefs; 
But rail, be angry, or complain, j 
I will be rude, while you are vain. 

Beneath a Lion's peaceful reign, 

When beaſts met friendly on the plain, 
A Panther, of majeſtic port, 
(The vaineſt female of the court) 

With ſpotted ſkin, and eyes of fire, 
Fill, d ev'ry boſom with defire ; 
Where'er ſhe mov'd, a ſervile crowd 
Of fawning creatures cring'd and bow,d 
Aſſemblies ev'ry week ſhe held, 7 
[Like modern belles) with coxcomb, fill'd, 
Where noiſe, and nonſenſe, and grimace, 
And lies and ſcandal, fill'd the place. 

Behold the gay, fantaſtic thing, 
Encircled by the ſpacious ring ; 
Low-bowing, with important look, 

As firſt in rank, the monkey ſpoke, 
& Gad take me, madam, but I ſwear, 
6 No angel ever look'd fo fait 
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& Forgive my rudeneſs, but I vow, 
te You were not quite divine till now, _ 
% Thoſe limbs! that ſhape! and then thoſe eyes, 
O cloſe them, or the gazer dies!“ 
Nay, gentle Pug, for goodneſs huſh, 
I vow, and ſwear, you make me bluſh ; 
I ſhall be angry at this rate 
*Tis fo like flatt'ry which I hate. 

The Fox, in deeper cunning vers'd, 
The beauties of her mind rehears'd, 

And talk'd of knowledge, taſte, and ſenſe, 
To which the fair have -moſt-pretence ; 
Yet well he knew them always vain 

Of what they flrive not to attain, 

And play'd ſo cunningly his part, 

That Pug was rivall'd in his art. 

The Goat avow'd his am'rous flame, 

And burnt—for what he durſt not name; 
Yet hop'd a meeting in the wood 

Might make his meaning underſtood. 

Half angry at the bold addreſs, | 
She frown'd; but yet ſhe muſt confeſs, 
Such beauties might inflame his blood, 

But ſtill his phraſe was ſomewhat rude, 
The Hog her neatneſs much admired ; 

The formal Aſs her ſwiftneſs fir'd ; 

While all to feed her folly ſtrove, 

And by their praiſes ſhar'd her love. 

The Horſe, whoſe gen'rous-heart diſdain? 
Applauſe, by ſervile flatt'ry gain'd, 
With graceful courage, ſilence broke, 

And | Eager indignation ſpoke. 

Whenflatt'ring monkeys fawn and prate 
They juſlly raiſe contempt, or hate; 

For merit's turn'd:to ridicule, 
Applauded by the grinning fool. 
NX „ 
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The artful fox your wit commends, 
To lure you to his ſelfiſh ends; 

From the vile flatt'rer turn away. 

For knaves make friendſhips to betray, 
Diſmiſs the train of fops and fools, 
And learn to live by wiſdom's rules, 
Such beauties might the lion warm, 
Did rot your folly break the charm; 
For who would court that lovely ſhape, 
To be the rival of an ape ? 

He faid ; and ſnorting in diſdain, 
Spurn'd at the crowd, and ſought theplain. 


The Nightingale, and Clow-Worm. 


HE prudent nywph, whoſe cheeks diſcloſe, 

The lily, and the bluſhing roſe, 
From public view her charms will ſkreen, 
Ard rarely in the crowd be ſeen : | 
This ſimple truth ſhall keep her wiſe, 
© The faireſt fruits attract the flies.” 

One night a Glow-worm, proud and vain 
Contemplating her glitt'ring train, 
Cry'd ſure there never was in nature, 
So elegant, ſo fine a creature, 
All other inſetis that I fee, + 
The frugal ant, induſtrious bee, 
Or filk-worm with contempt I view | 
Withall that low, mechanic crew, , 
Who ſervilely their lives employ | 
In buſineſs, enemy to joy. | 
Mean, vulgar herd ! ye are my ſcorn, 
For grandevr only I was born 
Or ſure am ſprung from race divine. 
Ard plac'd on earth tolive, and ſhine 
Thoſe, lights, that ſparkle ſo on high. 
Are but the glow- worms of the ſky, 
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And kings on earth their gems admire, 
Becauſe they imitate my Tre, 
She ſpoke. Attentive on a ſpray, 
A nightingale forbore his lay ; 
He ſaw the ſhining morſel near 
And flew, directed by the glare 
A while he gaz'd with ſober look, 
And thus the trembling prey beſpoke. 
Deluded fool, with pride elate, 
Know, tis thy beauty brings thy fate; | 
Leſs dazzling, long thou might't have lain 
Unheeded on the velvet plain; 
Pride, ſoon or late, degraded mourns, 
Aud beauty wrecks, whom ſhe adocns, 


Hymen and Death. 
Siren d'ye ſay? Nay, then 'us time ; 


Another year dcitcoys your prime. 
But ſtay—The ſettlement ! That's made.” 
Why thea's my ſimple girl afraid ? 
Yet hold a moment, if you can, 
And heedfully the fable ſcan. 
The ſhades were fled, the morniog blaſt” 
The winds were in their caverns huſh'd, 
When Hymen, penſive and ſedate, 
Held o'er the fields his muſing gait, 
Behind him, thro? the n-wood ſhade, 
Death's meagre form god ſurvey'd, 
Who quickly wich gigantic ſtride, 
Out- went his pace, and join'd his ſide 
The chat on various ſubjects ran, 
Till angry Hymen thus began. 
Relentleſs Death, whoſe iron ſway, 
Mortals reluctant muſt obey, 
Still of thy pow'r ſhall I complain, 
And thy too partial hand arraign 
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When Cupid: brings a pair ofhear ts, 
All over ſtuck with equal darts, 
Thy cruel ſhafts my hopes deride, 
And cut the knot that hymen ty'd. 

Shall not the bloody, and the bold, 
The miſer, hoarding up his gold, 

The harlot, reeking from the ſtew, 
Alone thy fell revenge purſue ? 
But muſt the gentle, and the ki d, 
Thy fury, undillin uiſh'd find ? 

The monarch cdlatty thus reply'd : 
Weigh well the cauſe, and then decide 
That friend of yours, you lately nam'd,” 
Cupid, alone; is to be blam'd ; 
Ten let the charge be juſtly laid; 
That idle boy negleQs his trade, 

And hardly once in twenty years 

A couple to your temple bears. 

The wretches, whom your office blends, 
Silenus now, or Plutus ſends ; 

Hence care, and bitterneſs, and flrife, 
Are common to the nuptial life. 

Believe me; more than all mankind, 
Your vot'ries my compaſſion find; 

Y et cruel am 1 call'd, and baſe, 
Who ſeek the wretched to releaſe ; 
The captive from his bonds to free, 
Indiſſoluble, but for me. 

Tis I entice him to the yoke ; 

By rae your crowded altars ſmoke ; 
For mortals boldly dare the nooſe, 
Secure, that Death will ſet them looſe, 


7 
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The Poet and" his Patron. 


y Y HY, Celia, is your ſpreading waiſt 
So looſe, ſo negligently lac'd ? 
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Why muſt the wrapping bed-gown hide 
Your ſnowy boſom's ſwelling pride ? 
How ill that dreſs adorns your head, 
Diſdain'd and rumpled from the bed! 
Thoſe clouds, that ſhade your blooming face, 
A little water might diſplace, 

As nature ev'ry morn beſtows 

The chryſtal dew to cleanſe the roſe, 
Thoſe treſſes, as the raven black, 

That wav'd in ringlets down your back, 
Uncomb'd, and injur'd by negleQ, 
Deſtroy the face, which once they deck'd. 

Whence this forgetfulneſs of dreſs ? 
Pray, madam, are you married ? Yes. 
Nay ! then indeed the wonder ceaſes. 
No matter now. how looſe your dreſs is; 
The end 1s won, your fortune's made, 
Your ſiſter now may take the trade, 

Alas ! what pity *as to find 
This fault in half the female kind! 

From hence proceed averſion, ſtrife, 
And all that ſours the wedded life. 
Beauty can only point the dart, 

*Tis neatneſs guides it to the heart; 
Let neatneſs or and beauty ſtrive 
To keep a wav'ring flame alive. 

*Tis harder far (you'll find it true) 
To keep the conqueſt, than ſubdue ; 
Admit us once behind the ſcreen, 

What is there farther to be ſeen ; 
A newer face may raiſe the ſlame, 
But ev'ry woman 1s the ſame. 

Then ſtudy chiefly to improve 
The charm, that fix'd your huſband's love; 
Weigh well his humour. Woas it dreſs, 
That gave your beauty pow's to bleſs ? 

M2 
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Purſue it ſtill ; be neater ſeen, 
"Tis always frugal to be clean ; 
So ſhall you keep alive defire, 
And time's ſwift wing ſhall fan the fire, 
1 In garret high (as ſtories ſay) 
A poet ſung his tuneful laß; 
So ſoft, ſo {mooth his verſe, you'd ſwear, 
Apollo, and the muſes there ; 
Thro' all the Town his praiſes rung, 
His ſonnets at the play-honfe ſun 
High waving o'er his lab'ring — 4 
The goddeſs Want her pinions ſpread, 
And wich poetic fury fir d, 
What Phœbus Fu faintly had inſpit'd 

A noble youth, of taſte and wit, 
Approv'd the ſprightly things he writ, 
And ſought him in his cobweb dome, 
Diſcharg'd his rent, and brought him home, 

Behold him at the flately board, 
Who, but the Poet, and my Lord! 

Each day, deliciouſly he dines, 

And greedy quaffs the gen'rous wines; 
His ſides were plump, his ſkin was ſleek, 
And plenty wanton'd on his cheek ; 
Aſtoniſh'd at the change ſo new, 

Away th' inſpiring goddeſs flew. 

Now, dropt for politics, and news, 
Negletted lay the drooping muſe, 
Unmindful whence his fortune came. 

He ſlifled the poetic flame; 
Nor tale, nor ſonnet, for my lady, 
Lampoon, nor epigram was ready, 

Wich jull contempt his patron ſa w, 
(Reſolv'd his bounty 10 withdraw) 

And thus, with anger in his look, 


The late-repznting fool beſpoke. 
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Blind to the good that courts thee grown, 
Whence has the ſan of favour ſhoae ? 
Delighred with thy tuneful art, 
Eeffeem was growing in my heart, 
But idly thou reject'ſt the charm, 
That gave it birth, and kept it warm, „ 
Unthinking fools alone deſpiſe 


The arts, chat taught them firſt to riſe, 


—— 


The Wolf, the Sheefs, and the Lamb. 


D UTY demands, the parent's voice 
Should ſanctify, the daughters“ choice 
In that is due obedience ſhewn; 
To chooſe belongs to her alone, 

May horror ſeize his midnight hour, 
Who builds upon a parent's pow'r, 
And claims by purchaſe vile and baſe, 
The loathing maid for his embrace ; 
Hence virtue ſickens; and the breaſt, 
Where peace had built her downy neſt, 
Becomes the troubled ſeat of care, 
And pines with anguiſh and deſpair. 

A Wolf, rapacious, rough, and bold, 
Whoſe nightly plunders thin'd the fold, 
Contemplating his 1ll-ſpent life, 

And cloy'd with thefts, would take a wife , 
His purpoſe known the ſavage race, 

In num'rous crowds, attend the place; 

For why, a mighty Wolf he was, 

And held dominion in his jaws. 

Her fav'rite whelp each mother brought, 
And humbly his alliance ſought ; 
But cold by age, or elfe too nice, 

None found acceptance in his ey es. 
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It happen'd, as at early dawn, 
rh 4 crols'd the lawn, 
Stray 'd from the fold, a ſportive Lamb 
Skip'd wanton by her fleecy dam; 
When Cupid, foe to man and beaſt, 
Diſcharg'd an arrow at his breaſt, 

The tim' rous breed the robber knew, 
And trembling o'er the meadow flew ; 
Their nimbleſt ſpeed the Wolf o'ertook, 
And, courteous, thus the Dam beſpoke : 
Stay, faireſt, and ſuſpend your fear, 
Truſt me, no enemy is near; 

Theſe jaws, in ſlaughter oft imbru'd, 

At length have known enough of blood, 
And kinder buſineſs brings me now, 

V aus wre at beauty 's feet to bow, 


You have a daughter — Sweet forgive 


A Wolf's addre(s—In her I live; 


Love from her eye like lightning came, 
And ſet my marrow all on flame . 
Let your conſent confirm my choice, 
And ratify our nuptial joys. F 

Me ample wealth, and pow'r attend, 
Wide o'er the plains my realms extend 
What midnight robber dare invade 

The fold, if I the guard am made ? 

At home the ſhepherd's cur may ſleep, 
While I ſecure his malter's ſheep. 
Diſcourſe like this attention claim'd ; 
Grandeur the mother's breaſt inflam'd ; 


Now fearleſs by: his fide ſhe walk'd, 


Of ſettlements, and jointures talk'd ; 
Propos'd and doubled her demands 

Of flow' ry fields and turnip lands. 
Whe Wolf agrees. Her boſom ſwells ; 
To miſs her happy fate ſhe tells; 
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And of the grand alliance, vain, 
Contemns her kindred of the plain. 

The loathing Lamb with horror hears, 
And wearies out her Dam with pray*rs. 3 
But all in vain: mamma beſt knew 
What unexperienc'd girls ſhould do: 

So, to a neighb' ring meadow carry'd, 
A formal aſs the couple marry'd. 

Torn from the tyrant-mother's ſide, 
The trembler goes, a victim-bride, 
Reluftant meets the rude eds, 

And bleats among the howling race. 
Wich horror oft her eyes behold 
Her murder'd kindred: of the fold; 
Each day a ſiſter lamb is ſerv'd, 
And at the glutton's table carv'd: ; 
The craſhing bones he grinds for food, 
And ſlakes his thirſt with ſtreaming blood, 
Love, who the cruel mind deteſts, 
And lodges but in gentle breaſts, 
Was now no more. Enjoyment paſt, 
The ſavage hunger'd for the feaſt; 
But (as we find in human race, 
A maſk conceals the villain's face) 

uſtice muſt authotize the treat; 
Till then he long' d, but durſt not eat. 

As forth he walk'd in queſt of prey, 
The hunters met him on the way; 

Fear wings his flight: the marſh he ſought, 
The ſnuffing dogs are ſet at fault. | 
His ln baulk'd, now hunger gnaws, 
Howling he grinds his empty jaws ; 

Food muſt be had—and lamb is nigh ; 
His maw invokes: the fraudful lye. 

Is this (diſſembling rage) w ny 5 
The gentle * a” 
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That leagu'd with man's deſtroying race, 
She ſets her huſband for the chace ? '' 
By treach'ry prompts the noiſy hound 
To ſcent his footſteps o'er the ground ? 
Thou trait'rels vile, for this thy blood 
Shall glut my rage, and dye the wood ! 
So faying, on the Lamb he flies, 
Beneath his jaws the victim dies. 
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The Gooſe and the Swans. 


1 Hate the face, however fait, 
That carries an affected air; | 
The liſping tone, the ſhape conſtrain'd, 
The ftudy'd look, the paſſion feign'd, 
Are fopperies, which only tend 


* 


Jo injure what they ſtrive to mend. 
Wich what ſuperior grace enchants 


The face which nature's pencil paints! 
Where eyes, unexercis'd in art. 
Glow with the meaning of the heart! 
Where nature and good-humour fit, 
And eaſy gaiety and wit ! 

Tho? perfect beauty be not there, 
The maſter lines, the finiſh'd air, 

We catch fromvev*cy look delight, 
And grow enamour'd at the fight ; 
For beauty, tho* we all approve, 


Excites our wonder more than love; 


While the agreeable ſtrikes ſure, 

And gives the wounds, we cannot cure, 
Why then, my Amoret, this care, 

That forms you in effect, leſs fair ? 

If nature on your cheek beſtows 

A bloom that emulates the roſe, 
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Or from ſome heav'nly image drew 
A form, Apelles never knew, 
Your Aug d aid will you impart, 
And ſpoil by meretricious art ? 
Or had you, nature's error come 
Abornve from your mother's womb, 
Your forming care ſhe ſtill rejects, 
Which only heightens her defects. 
When ſuch of glitt'ring jewels proud, 
Still preſs the foremoſt in the crowd, 
At ev'ry public ſhew are ſeen, 
With look awry, and awkward mien, 
The gaudy dreſs attrafts the eye, 
And magnihes deformity. 
Nature may under-do her part, 
But ſeldom wants the help of art; 
Truſt her, ſhe is your ſureſt friend, 
Nor made your form for you to mend. 
A Gooſe, affected, empty, vain 
The ſhrilleſt of the cackling train. 
With , andelevated creſt, 
Precedence claim'd above the reſt, 
Says ſhe, I laugh at human race, 
Who ſay, geeſe hobble in their pace; 


Look here the ſland'rous ie detect; 


Not haughty man is ſo ere," 8 
That peacock yonder, lord, how vain 
The creature's of his gaudy train ! 


If both were ſtript, I'd pawn my word, 


A gooſe would be the finer bird. 
Nature to hide her own defetts, 
Her bungled work with fin' ry decks ; 


Were geeſe ſet out with half that ſhow, 
Would men admire the peacock ? No. 
Thus vaunting, croſs the mead he ſtalks, 


The cackling breed attend her walks, 
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The ſun ſhot down his noon-tide beams, 
The Swans * ſport in the ſtreams 3 
Their ſnowy _—_— ſlately pride 
Provok'd be her 3 Why 1 ſhe * 
Again what arrogance we ſee! 

Theſe creatures ] how they mimic me 
Shall ev'ry fowl; the waters ſkim, 

| Becauſe ye geeſe are known to ſwim 75 
Humility, they ſoon ſhall learn, 
And their own emptineſs diſcern. 

So ſaying, with extended wings, 
Lightly upon the wave ſhe ſprings, 
Her boſom ſwells, ſhe ſpreads her plumes, | 
And the Swan's ſtately creſt aſſumes, | 
Contempt and mockery enſu'd, 
And burſts of laugher ſhook the flood. 

A Swan, ſuperior to the reſt. 
Sprung forth, and thus the fool addreſs'd 
88 thing !- elaie with pride, g 

y affectation all deride; 
Tha airs thy aukwurdheſz impart, 
And ſhew thee plainly as thou art. 
Among thy equals of thy flock, 
Thou hadit eſcap'd the public weary 
And as thy parts to good conduce 
Been deem'd an honeſt hobbling gooſe. 

Learn hence to ſtudy wiſdom's rules 
Know, foppery's the pride of fools, 

And ſtriving nature to conceal, 


You only her defects reveal, 


FABLES. 
The Lawyer and Juſtice, 


Love, thou divineſt good below, 
Tbuy pure delights few mortals know. 
Our rebel hearts thy ſway diſown, 
While tyrant luſt uſurps thy throne ! 
The beauteous God of nature made, 
The fexes for each other's aid, 
Their mutual talents to employ, 

To leflen ills, and heighten joy. 
To weaker woman he alhgn'd _ 
That ſoft'ning gentleneſs of mind, 
-That can with ſympathy impart 
Its likeneſs, to the rougheſt heart. 
Her eyes with magic pow'r endu'd, 
To fire the dull and awe the rude. 
His roſy fingers on her face 

Shed laviſh ev'ry blooming grace. 
And ſtamp'd (pet fection to diſplay) 
His mildell image on her clay. 

Man, active, reſolute, and bold, 
He faſhion'd in a diffrent mould. 
With uſeful arts his mind inform'd, 


is breaſt with nobler paſſions warm'd ; 


He gave him knowledge, taſte and ſenſe, 


And courage for the fair's defence. 
Her frame, reſiſtleſs to each wrong, 
Demands protection from the ſtrong; 
To man ſhe flies when fear alarms, 
An claims the temple of his arms, 
By nature's author thus declar'd | 
The woman's ſov'reign and her guard; 
Skall man, by treach'rous wiles-invedes 
The weakneſs he was meant to ad?“ 
While beauty, given to inſpire _ 
Protecting love, and ſoft deſire, 
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Lights up a wild-fire in the heart, 
And to its own breaſt points the dart, 
Becomes the ſpoiler's baſe pretence 
To triumph over innocence ! 
The wolf, that tears the tim'rous ſheep, 
Was never ſet the fold to keep; 
Nor was the tyger, or the pard, 
Meant the benighted trav'ler's guard: 
But man, the wildeſt beaſt of prey, 
Wears friendſhip's ſemblance to betray; 
His firength againſt the weak employs, 
And where he ſhould proteſt, deſtroys, + 
Paſt twelve-:ofcloek, the watchman cry 'd, 
His brief the ftädisds Lawyer ply dj 
The all-prevailing fee lay nigh, 
The earneſt of to- morrow's lie; 
Sudden the furious winds ariſe, 
The jarring caſement ſhatter'd flies; 
The doors admit a hollow ſound, j 
And rattling, from their hinges bound 
When Juſtice in a blaze of light 
Reveal'd her radiant form to ſight. 
The wretch with thrilling horrors ſhook, , 
Looſe ev'ry joint and pale his look, 
Not having ſeen her in the courts, 
Or found. her mention'd in reports, 
He aſk'd, with falt'ring tongue, her name, 
Her errand there, and whence ſhe came ? 
Sternly the white-rob'd ſhade reply'd, 
(A crimſon glow her viſage dy'd) 
Canſt thou be doubtful who I am ? 
Is Juſtice grown ſo ſtrange a name p 
Where not your courts for Juſtice rais'd ? 
Tas there of old my altars blaz d. 
My guardian thee did I elect, 
My ſacred temple to protect; 


'' 


% 


That thou, and all thy venal tribe 
Should ſpurn the goddeſs for a bribe ! 
Aloud the ruin'd client cries, 
Juſtice has neither ears nor eyes! 
In foul alliance with the bar, 
*Gainſt me the judge denounces war, 
And rarely iſſues his decree, 
But with intent to baffle me. "IN 
She paus'd, Her breaſt with fury burn'd $ 
The trembling Lawyer thus return d. | 
I own the charge is juſtly laid, 
And weak th' excuſe that can be made x 
Vet ſearch the ſpacious globe, and fee 
If all mankind are notdike me. 
The gown-man, ſkill'd in Romiſh lies, 
By faith's falſe glaſs deludes our eyes, 
O'er conſcience rides without controul, 
And robs the man, to fave his ſoul. 
The doQtor, with important face, 
By ily deſign miſtakes the caſe ; 
Preicribes, and ſpins out the diſeaſe, 
To trick the patient of his fees, — 
The ſoldier rough with many a ſcar, 
And red with flaughter, leads the war; 
If he a nation's truſt betray, 
The foe has offer'd double pay. 
When vice o'er all mankind prevails, 
And weighty int'reit turns the ſcales, 
Muſt I be better than the reſt, 
And harbour juſtice in my breaſt ? 
On one fide only take the fee, 
Content with poverty and thee ? 
Thou blind to ſenſe, and vile of mind, 
Th' exaſperated ſhade rejoin'd, 
If virtue from the world is flown, 


Will other's faults excuſe thy own? 
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FABUES. 


For ſickly: fouls the prieſt was ma de; 
Phyfcians for the body's aid; i 
The ſoldier guarded liberty ; 

Man woman, and the lawyer me: 
If all are faithleſs to their truſt, 
They leave not thee the leſs unjuſt. 
Henceforth your plcadings I diſdain, 
And bar the ſanction of my name ; 


Wuhin your courts it ſhall be read, 
That Juſtice from the law is fled. 


She ſpoke ; and hid in ſhades her face, 
Till Handwick® ſooth'd her into grace. 


— — — 28 
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The Farmer, the Spaniel and the Cat. 


\ y II knits my dear her angry brow ? 
What rude offence alarms you now ? 
I faid, that Delia's fair, tis true; 
But did I fay, ſhe equall'd y ou? 
Can't I another's face commend, 
Or to her virtues be a friend, 
But inſlantly your forchead lours, 
As if her merit leſſen'd yours ? 
From female envy never free, 
All mult be blind, becauſe you ſee. 
Survey the gardens, fields, and bow'rs, 
The buds, ibe bloſſoms, and the flow'rs, . 
Then tell me where the wood-bine grows, + 
That vies in ſweetneſs with the roſe ? 
Or where the lilly's ſnowy white, 
That throws ſuch beauties on the fight ? 
Yet folly is it to declare, . 
That theſe are neither ſweet, nor fair. 
The chryſtal ſhines with fainter rays, 
Before the di'mond's brighter blaze; 


* Lord Chan cellor Hard wick. 
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And fops will ſay, the di' mond dies 
Before the luſtre of your eyes; 

But I, who deal in truth, deny 

That neither ſhine when you are by. 
When zephyrs o'er the bloſſoms ſtray, 
And ſweets along the air convey, 
Shan't I the fragrant breeze inhale, 
Becauſe you breathe a ſweeter gale ? 


Sweet is the ſmell the bloſſoms yield; 
Sweet is the ſummer gale that blows, 
And ſweet (tho' ſweeter you) the roſe. 

Shall envy then torment your breaſt, 
If youare lovelier than the reſt ? 

For while I give to each her due, 

By praiſing them I flatter you; 

By praifing moſt, I ſtiil declare 

You faireſt, where the reſt are fair. 

As ai bis board a Farmer fate, 
Repleniſh'd by his homely treat, 

His fav'rite Spaniel near him ſtood, 
And with his maſter ſhar'd the food ; 
The crackling bones his jaws devour'd, 
His lapping tongue the trenchers ſcour'd 3 
Till ſated now, ſapine he lay, 

And ſnor'd the riſing fumes away. 

The hungry Cat, in turn, drew near, 
And humbly crav'd a ſervant's ſhare ; 
Her modeſt worth the maſter knew, 
And {trait the fat'ning morſel threw : 
Enrag'd the ſnarling cur awoke, 

And thus with ſpiteful envy ſpoke : 
They only claim a right to eat, 
Who earn by ſervices their meat; 


Me, zeal and induſtry inflame, 


Sweet are the flow'rs that deck the field, 
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Or, plunged in the wintry wave, 
For man the wounded bird to ſave; 
Wich watchful diligence J keep, 
From prowling wolves, his fleecy ſheep; 
At home, his midnight hours ſecure, 
And drive the robber from the door. 
For this his breaſt with kindneſs glows 
For this his hand the food beſtows ; 
And ſhall thy indolence impart, 
A warmer friendſhip to his hy - 
That thus he robs me of my due, 
To pamper ſuch vile things as you ? 

I own (with meekneſs puſs reply'd) 
Superior merit on your {ide ; 
Nor does my breaſt with envy ſwell, 
To f.nd it recompens'd ſo well; 
Yet I, in what my nature can, 
Contribute to the good of man. 
Whoſe claws deſtroy the pilf ring mouſe ? 
Who drives the vermin from the houſe ? 
Or, watchful for the lab' ring ſwain, 
From lurking rats ſecure the grain ? 
From. hence, if he rewards beſtow, 


Why ſhould your heart with gall o'erflow ? 


Why pine my happineſs to ſee, 

Since there's enough for you and me ? 
Thy words are juſt, the farmer cry'd, 

And {>urn'd the ſnarler from his fide. 


m abi 
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The Slider and the Bee. 


HE nymph, who walks the public flreets, 
And ſets her cap at all ſhe meets, | 
May catch the fool, who turns to ſlare; 
But men of ſenſe avout! the ſnare, 
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As on the margin of the flood,' - 
With filken line, my Lydia flood, 

1 ſmil'd to ſee the pains you took, 

To cover o'er the Faudfal hook, 
Along the foreſt as we ſtray'd, ' 
You ſaw the boy his lime-twigs ſpread ; 
Gueſs'd you the reaſon of his fear ? 
Leſt, heedleſs, we approach'd too near, 
For as behind the buſh we lay, 

The linnet flutter'd on the ſpray. 

Needs there ſuch caution to delude 
The ſcaly fry, and feather'd brood ? | 
And think you, with inferior art, 

To captivate the human heart ? 

The maid, who modeſtly conceals 

Her beauties, while ſhe hides, reveals. 
Give but a glimpſe, and fancy draws, - 
Whate'er the Grecian Venus was. 
From Eve's firſt fig- leaf to brocade, 

All dreſs was meant for fancy's aid, 
Which evermore delightful dwells 

On what the baſhful nymph conceals, 

When Celia ſtruts in man's attire, 
She ſhews too much to raiſe deſire; 
But from the hoop's bewitching round, 
Her very ſhoe has power to wound. 
The roving eye, the boſom bare, 

The forward laugh, the wanton air, 

May catch the fop, for gudgeons's ſtrike, | 
At the bare hank and bait, alike ; 
While ſalmon play regardleſs by, 

Till art, like nature, forms the fly. 

Bencath a peaſant's homely thatch, 
A ſpider long had had held her watch ; 
From morn to night, with reſtleſs care, 
She ſpun her web, and wove het ſuare. 
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Within the limits of her reign, 

Lay many a hidden captive, lain; 
Or flutt ring ſtruggled in the tolls, 
To burſt the chains, and ſhun her wiles, 
A ſtraying Bee, that perch'd bard by, 
Beheld her with diſdainful eye; 


And thus began.— Mean thing! give o'er, 


And lay thy fender threads no more 
A thoughtleſs fly, or two at moſt, 
Is all the conqueſt thou canſt boaſt ; 
For bees of ſenſe thy arts evade, 
We ſee ſo plain the nets are laid. 
The gaudy tulip, that diſplays 
Her ſpreading foliage to the gaze, 
That points her charms at all ſhe fees, 
Ard yields to ev'ry wanton breeze, 
Attracts not me. Where bluſhing grows, 
Guarded with thorns, the modeſt roſe, 
Enamour'd, round and round I fly, / 
Or on her fragrant boſom lie ; 
Reluctant, ſhe my ardour meets, 
And baſhful . the up her ſweets, 
To wiſer heads attention lend, 
And learn this leſſon from a friend: 
She, who with modeſty retires, 
Adds fuel to her lover's fires ; 
While ſuch incautious jilts as you, 
By folly your own ſchemes undo, 


— 


The young Lion, and the Ape. 


9 5 

'T is true, I blame your lover's choice, 
Tho? flatter'd by the public voice, 
And peeviſh grow, and fick to hear 
His exclamations, O how fair 
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I liſten not to wild delights, 
And tranſports of expetted nights; 
What is to me your hoard of charms, 
The whiteneſs of your neck and arms ? 
Needs there no acquiſition more, | 
To keep contention from the door ? 
Ves; paſs a fortnight, and you'll find, 
All beauty cloys, but of the mind. 
Senſe and good humour ever prove 
The ſureſt cords to faſten love. 
Yet, Phillis (ſimpleſt of your ſex) 
You never think, but to perplex z — | + 
Coquetting it with ev'ry ape, ; 
That ftruts abroad in human ſhane ; 
Not that the coxcomb is your taſte, 
But that it tings your lover's breaſt , 
To-morrow you reſign the ſway. 
Prepar'd io 3 and obey ; 
The tyrant-miſtreſs chain'd for life, 
To the ſubmiſſion of a wife. 
Your follies, if you can, ſuſpend, 
And learn inſtruction from a friend. > 
' Reluflant hear the firſt, addreſs, | 
Think often, ere you anſwer, yes; 
But once reſoly'd, throw off diſguiſe 
And wear your wiſhes in your eyes. 
Wich caution, ev'ry look forbear, 
That might create one jealous · fear. 
A lover's rip'ning hopes confound, 
Or give the gen'rous breaſt a wound. 
Contemn the girliſh arts to teaze, 
Nor uſe your pow'r, unleſs to pleaſe ; 
For fools alone with rigour ſway, 
When, ſoon or late they mult obey. 
The king of brutes, in life's decline, 
Reſolv'd dominien to reſign ; 
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The beafts were ſummon'd to appear, 

And bend before the royal heir. 
They came; a day was fix' d; the crowd 
Before their future monarch bow!'d, 

A dapper monkey, and vain, 
Step'd forth, and thus addre(s'd the train. 
Why cringe, my friends, with flaviſh awe, 
Before this pageam king of firaw ? 
| Shall we amicipate the hour, 

And, ere we feel à on his * 
The counſels of experience prize, 

I know the maxims of the wiſe : 
Subjettion let us caſt away, 

And live the monarch, of to-day ; 
*Tis ours the vacant hand to ſpura, 
And play the 4yram each in turn: 

So ſhall he right from wrong diſcern, 
And mer —— learn; 
At 8 woes be taught to melt, 
And loath the ills himſelf has felt. 

He ſpoke : his boſom ſwell'd with prides 
The youthful Lion thus reply d. 

What madneſs prompts thee to provoke 
My wrath, aud dare th* impending ſtroke ? 
Fhou wretched fool ! ean _— impart 
Compaſhon to the feeling 
Or teach the grateful breaſt to glow, 

The hand to give, or eye to flow ? 


Learn'd to the praftice of their ſchools, a 


From women thou haſt drawn thy rules; 
To them return, in ſuch a cauſe, 
From only {ſuch expect applauſe; 
The 5 ſex 1 t — 
For liking thoſe who copy them. 
- Would thou the gen'rous Lion bind, 
* 257 kindneſs bribe him to be kind; 
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Good offices their likeneſs get, 

And pay ment leſſens not the debt? 
With multiplying hand he gives 
The good from others he receives; 
Or for the bad makes fair return, 


And pays, with int'reſt, fcorn for ſcorn, 


OY "OO I" 
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The Colt and the Farmes. | 

x! ure me, Corinna, if you can, | I | 
| 

. 


Why fo averſe, ſo coy, to man ? 

Did nature, laviſh of her care, 

From her beſt pattern form vou fair, 

That you ungrateful to her cauſe, 

Should mock her gifts and ſpurn her laws, 

And miſer-hke, with hold that ſtore, 5 

Which, by imparting, bleſſes more ! 

Beauty's a gift by heav'n deſign'd, 

The portion of the female kind; 

For this the yielding maid demands 

Protection at her lover's hands; 

And tho', by waſting years, it fade, 

Remembrance tells him, once *twas paid. 
And will you then this wealth conceal, 

For age to ruſt or time to ſteal ? 

The ſummer of your youth ts rove, 

A ftranger tothe joys of love ? 

Then when ufe's winter haſtens on, 

And youth's fair heritage is gone, 

Dow'rleſs to court ſome peaſani's arms, 

- To guard your wither'd age from harms ! 

No gratitude to warm his breaf}, 

For blooming beauty once poſſoſb'd; 

How will you curſe that ſtubborn pride, 

Which drove you bac k acrols the tide ; 
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And failing before folly's wind, 
Left ſenſe and happineſs behiad.! \ 
Corinna leſt theſe whims prevail, 
To ſuch as you I write my tale. 
A Colt, for blood and mettled ſpeed, | 
'The choiceſt of the running breed, 
Of youthful ſtrength, and beauty, vain, 
Refus'd ſubjethon to the rein; 


In vain the groom's officious {kill 


Oppoſ d his pride, and check'd his will; 


In vain the maſter's forming care, 


Reſtrain'd with threats, or ſooth'd with pray'r ; 


Of freedom proud, and ſcorning man, 


Wild o'er © ſpacious plains he ran. 
Where &'er luxuriant nature ſpread 
Her flow'ry carpet o'er the mead, 
Or bubbling ſtreams, ſoft gliding 2 
To cool and freſhen up the graſs; 
Diſdaining bounds, he crop'd the blade, 
And wanton'd in the ſpoil he made. 

In plenty thus the ſummer paſs d, 
Revolving winter came at laſt; 
The trees no more a ſhelter yield - 
The verdure withers from the field ; 
Perpetual ſnows inveſt the ground, 
In icy chains the ſtreams are bound, 


Cold nipping winds, and rattling hail, 


, lis lank, inthelter'd ſides aſſail. 


As coun he caſts his rueful eyes, * 
He ſaw the thatch- roof'd cottage riſe ; 
The proſpett touch'd his heart with cheer, 
_ 3 kind deliv'rance near. 

Gable, erſt his ſcorn and hate, 

wi now become his wiſh'd retreat ; 
His paſſion cool, his pride forgot, 
A Farmer's drome yard he ſought, 


Ir 


The maſler ſaw his woeful plighht, 
His limbs that totter'd with his weight, 
And friendly to the flable leds; 
And ſaw him litter'd dreſs'd and fed. --- 
In ſlothful eaſe, all night he laß; 
The ſervants roſe at break of day; 
The market calls, —Along the road, 
His back muſt bear the pond'rous load; 
In vain he ſtruggles, or complains, — 
Inceſſant blows reward his pains 
To-morrow varies but his toil ; ak 
Chain'd to the plough he breaks the ſoul, 
While ſcanty meals at night repay 
The painful labours of the day. 
Subdu'd by toil, with anguiſh rent, 
His ſelf up-braidings found a vent.— 
Wretch that I am! he ſighing faid, 
By arrogance and folly led ; 

Had but my reſtive youth been brought 
To learn the leſſon nature taught, 

Then had I, like my ſires of yore. 

The prize from ev*ry courſer bore: 
While man bellows rewards and praiſe, 
And females crown'd my latter days. 
Nov laſting ſervitude's my lot, 

My birth contemn'd, my ſpeed forgot, 
Doom'd am I, for my pride to bear, 

A living death from year to year, 


_—_ — — A... 
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The Owl and the Nightingale, 


To know the miſtreſs' humour right, 
See if her maids are clean ang ght, 
If Betty waits without her ſtays, 
She copies but her lady's ways. 
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When miſs comes in with doll rou Mout 
And drops no curt' ſey going out, 


er pon't mamma is one 
Who' reads, or drinks, too'much alone, 
If bottled beer her thirſt aſiage, 
She feels enthuſiaſtic rage, 
And burns with ardour to inherit 
The gifts and working of the ſpirit, 
| If learning crack her giddy brains, 
. No remedy but death remains. 
Sum up the various ills of life, 
And all are ſweet to ſuch a wife. 8 
At home, ſuperior wit ſhe vaunts, 
And twits her huſband with his wants; 


And knows no order but of foul ; 
Wich books her litter'd floor is fp pread 
With nameleſs authors, never 41 3 
3 Foul linen, petticoats, and lace, 
Fill up the intermediate ſpace. 
Abroad, at vilitings, her tongue, 
Is never ſtill, and always wrong; 
All meanings ſhe defines away, | 
And ſtands with truth and ſenſe at bay, 
BY If &er ſhe meets à gentle heart, | 
i Skill'd in the houſewife's uſeful art; : 
Wbo makes her family her care, , 
And builds contentment's temple there; 
She ſtarts at ſuch miſtakes in nature, 
And cries, lord help us ! what a creature 
Meliſſa, if the moral ſtrike, 
You'll find the fable not unlike. 
An Owl, puff'd up with ſelf-conceit, 
Lov'd nn better than his wheat ; ; 
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Old mannſcripts he treaſur'd up, 
And rummag d ev'ry — 19. 
A paſtry-cook's was known to ply, 
And ftrip, for ſcience, every pye. 
For modern poetry and wit, 

He had read all that Blackmore writ, 
So intimate with Curl was grown, 
His learned treaſures were his own. : 
To all his authors had acceſs, - _ 
And ſometimes would corrett the preſs, 
In logic he acquir'd ſuch knowledge, 


You'd {wear him fellow of a college. 


Alike to ev*ry art and ſcience, 
His daring genius bid defiance. 
And ſwallow'd wiſdom with that haſte, 
That cits do cuſtards at a feaſt, 
Within the ſhelteg of a wood, 
One evening, as be . +" ſtood, 
Hard by, upon a leafy ſpray, 
A Nightingale began his lay. 
Sudden he 8 with anger flung, 
And ſcreeching interrupts the ſong. 
Pert, buſy _ thy airs give o'er, 
And let my contemplation ſoar, — 
' What is the muſic of thy voice, 
But jarring diſſonanee and noiſe ? 
Be . harmony thou'lt find, 
Not in the throat, but in the mind; 
By empty chirping not attain'd, 
But by laborious ſtudy gain'd, | 
Go read the authors—Pope explodes, 
| Fathom the depth of Cibber's odes. 
With modern plays improye thy wit, 
Read all the learning Henley writ, 
And if thou needs muſt ſing, hog then, 
And emulate the ways of men : 


; 
| 
| 
| 
| 
y 
} 
| 
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So ſhalt thou grow like ine refip '. 


And bring improvement to thy mind. 

Thou wretch the little warbler cry'd, 
Made up of ignetance and pride; 

Aſk all the birds, and they'll declare, 
A greater blockhead wings not air. 
Read o'er thyſelf, thy talents ſcan, 
Science was only meant for man. 

No ſenſeleſs 491 Ke me moleſt , 

I mind the duties of my neſt; 

Wich careful wing protect my young. 
And cheer their ev'niogs with a ſong ; 
Make ſhort the weary trav'ler's way, 
And warble in the poet's lay. 

Thus, following nature, and her laws, 
From men and birds I claim applauſe, 
While nurs'd in pedantry and floth, 
An Owl is fcorn'd alike by both. 


8 —— 


The Sas row and the Dove. 


Is was, as learn'd traditions ſay, 

Upon an April's blithſome day, 

When pleaſure, ever on the wing, 
Return*d, companion of the ſpring, 

And chear'd the birds with am'rous heat, 


Inſlructing little hearts to beat; 
A ſparrow, frolick, gay, and young, 


Of bold addreſs, and flippant tongue, 
Juſt leſt his lady of a night, 

Like him, to follow new delight. 

The youth of many a conqueſt vain, 
Flew off to ſeek the chirping train; 
The chirping train he quickly found, 


And with a ſaucy eaſe bow'd round. 


* 
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For every ſhe his boſom burns, 
And this, and that, he wooes by turns 
And here a ſigh, and there a bill, 
And here—thoſe eyes ! fo form'd to kill! 
And now with ready tongue, he ſtrings 
Unmeaning, ſoft, reſiſtleſs things; 

With vows, and dem-mes, {kilPd to woo, 
As other pretty fellows do. 

Not that he thought this ſhort eſſay 

A prologue needful to his play; 

No, truſt me, ſays our learned letter, 
He knew the virtuous ſex much better; 
But theſe he held as ſpecious arts, 

To ſhew his own ſupertor parts, 

The form of decency to ſhield, 

And give a juſt pretence to yield. a 

Thus finiſhing his courtly play, 

He mark'd the fav'rite of a 5 
With careleſs impudence drew near, 
And whiſper'd Hebrew in her ear; 
A hint, which like the maſon's ſign, 
The conſcious can alone divine. 

The fluttering nymph, expert at feigning, 
Cry'd, fir, pray fir, explain your meaning; 
Go prate to thoſe that may endure ye 
To me this rudeneſs ! I'll affure ye !— 
Then off ſhe glided like a ſwallow, 

As ſaying—you gueſs where to follow, 

To ſuch as know the party ſet, 

*Tis needleſs to declare they met; 
The parſon's barn, as authors mention, 
Confeſs'd the fair had apprehenſion. 
Her honour there, ſecure from ſtain, 
She held all farther trifling vain ; 

No more affected to be coy, 

But ruſh'd, licentious, on the joy. 
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Hiſt, love ! the male companion cry'd, 
Relite a while, I fear we're ſpy d; 
Nor was the caution vain; he ſaw 
A turtle ruſtling in the ſtraw, 

While ver her callow brood ſhe hung, 
And fondly thus addrefs'd her young. 

Ye tender objefts of my care! 

Peace, peace, ye little helpleſs pair; 
Anon lie comes, your gentle fire, 
And brings you all your hearts require. 
For us, his infants and! his. bride, 
For us, with only love to guide, 
Our lord aſſumes an cagle's ſpeed, 
And, like a lion, dares to bleed. 
Not yet by wintry ſkies confin'd, 
He mounis upon the rudeſt wind, 
From danger tears the vital ſpoil, 
And with affection ſweetens toil. 
Ah ! ceaſe, too vent*rous—ceaſe to dare, 
In thine, our dearer ſafety. ſpare ; 
From him, ye cruel falcons, ſtray ; 
And turn, ye fowlers, far-away. 


Shouid I ſurvive to fee the day, 


> 


That tears me from myſelf away ; 
That cancels all that heav'n could g.ve, 
Ine life, by which alone I live; 
Alas ! how more than loſt were I, 
Who in the thought already die! 
Ye pow'rs, who men and birds obey, 
Great rulers of your creatures, ſay, 
Why maurning comes, by bliſs convey'd, 
And ev'n the ſweets of love aliay'd ? 
Where groves enjoxment, tall and fair, 
Around it twines entangling care; 
Whil: fear for waat our fouis polleG, 
Euervates ev'ty pow'r to ble ;_ 
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Yet friendſhip forms the bliſs above, 
And life, _ art thou, without love 7 
Our, hero, who had heard apart, 

Felt ſomething moving in his heart; 
But quickly, with diſdain, ſupprefs'd 
The virtue riſing in his breaſt ; 

And firſt he feign'd to laugh aloud, 

And next, approaching, ſmil'd ak bow'd. 
Madam, you muſt not think me rude 
Good manners never can intrude; 

I vow I came thro? puie good nature; 
(Upon my ſoul a charming creature) 
Are theſe the comforts of a wife ? 
This careful, cloiſter'd moping life ? 
No doubt, that odious thing, call'd duty, 
Is a ſweet province for a beauty. 
Thou pretty ignorance! thy will 
Is meaſur'd to thy want of {kill ; 
That good old falhion'd dame thy mother , 
Has taught thy infant days no other, 
The greateſt ill in the creation 
Is, ſure, the want of education. | 
But think ye (tell we without feigning) 
Have all theſe charms no farther meaning ? 
Dame nature, if you don't forget her, 
Might teach your ladyſhip much better. 
For {hame, reject this mean employment, 
Enter the world, and taſte enjoy ment; 5 
Where time, by circling bliſs, we meaſure, 
Beauty was form'd alone for pleaſure; z 
Come, prove the bleſſing, follow me; 
Be wiſe, be happy, and be free. 
Kind fir, reply'd our matron chaſte, 
Your zeal ſeems pretty much in haſle; 
J own, the fondneſs to be bleſs'd, 
Is a deep thirſt in ev'ry brealt ; 


"FABLES. 


Of bleſſings tos I have my tore, . 
Yet quarrel not, 1 give more 
Then prove the change to be expedient, 
And * fir your molt gbedicnt, 
Here turning as to one inferior, 
Our gallant ſpoke, and ſmil'd ſuperior, 
Methinks, to quit your boaſted ſtation 
Requires a world of heſitation ; 
Where brats and bonds are held a bleſſing 
The caſe I doubt is paſt redreſſing: 
Why, child, ſuppoſe the joys I mention 
Were the mere fruits of my invention, 
You've cauſe ſuſficient for your carriage, 
In flying from the curſe of marriage; 
That (y decoy, with vary'd ſnares, 
That takes your widgeons in by pairs ; 
Alike to huſband, and to wife, 
'The cure of love and bane of life, 
The only method of forecaſting 
To make misfortune farm and lafting ; 
The fin by heav'n's peculiar ſentence, 
Unpardon'd, thre! a life's repentance, 
It is the double ſnake, that weds : 
A common tail to diff'rent heads; 
That leads the carcaſe ſtill aſtray, 
By dragging each a diff rent way. 
Of all the ills that may attend me, 
From marriage, mighty gods, defend me. 
Give me frank nature's wild demeſne, 
And boundleſs tratt of air ſerene, 
Where fancy, ever wing'd for change, 
Delights to ſport, delights to range ; 
There, Liberty! to thee is owin 
Whate'er of blifs is worth beſtowing, 
Delights, {till vary'd and divine, 
Sweet goddeſs of the hills, are thine, 
* 
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What ſay you now, you pretty pink you p 
Have I, fol 3 Dole SY ok Sy 
You take me now for no romancer— 

Come, never ſtudy for an anſwer 
Away, caſt ev'ry care behind ye, 
And fly where joy alone ſhall find you. 

Soft yet, return'd our female fencer, 

A queſtion more, or ſo—and then, fir. 

You've rally'd me with ſenſe exceeding, 
With much fine wit, and better breeding ; 
But pray, fir, how do you contrive it ? 

Do hots of your wand never wive it 

& No, no,” How then? © Why dare I tell 
„ What does the buſineſs full as well.“ 

Do you ne'er love ? An hour at leiſute.“ 
Have you no friendſhip ? © Yes, for pleaſure.” 
No care for little ones? © We get em, 
The reſt their mothers mind, and let'em.”” 

Thou wretch, rejoin'd the kindling Dove, 
Quite loſt to life as loſt to love ! ta 
Whene'er misfortunes come, how juſt ! 

And come misfortune ſurely muſt ; 

In the dread ſeaſon of diſmay, 

In that your hour of trial, ſay, 

Who then ſhall prop your ſinking heart, 
Who bear affliction's weightier part. | 

Say, when the black-brow'd welken bends, 
And winter's gloomy form impends, 

To mourning turns all tr anſient cheer, 
And blaſts the melancholy year; 

For times at no perſuaſion ſtay, 

Nor vice can find perpetual May ; | 
Then where's that tongue, by folly led, 
That ſoul of pertneſs, whither fled ? 

All ſhrunk within thy lenely neſt, 

Forlorn, abandon'd, and unbleſs'd ; 
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No friends, by cordial bounds ally d, 
Shall ſeek thy cold unſocial fide 3 
No chirping pratlers to delight, 

Shall turn the long-enduring night; 


No bride her words of balm 0 . 
rt. 


And warm thee at her conſtant 
Freedom, reſtrain'd by reaſon's force, 

Is as the ſun's unvarying courſe, 

Benignly aktive, ſweetly bright, 

Aﬀeording warmth, — ght; 

But torn from virtue's ſacred rules, 

Becomes. a comet, gaz'd by fools. 

Foreboding cares, and ſtorms, and flrife, 

And fraught with all the plagues of life. 

Thou. fool! by union ev/ry creature 

Subliſts, thro? upiyesſal nature; 

And this, to beings youd of mind, 

Is wedlock of a meaner kind. 


— 


- 


While womb'd. in, ſpace, primæval clay 
As yet unfaſhion'd embryo lay: 
The ſource of endleſs god above 
Shot down his ſpark. of kindling love; 
Touch'd by the all- enlix' ning flame, 
Then motion firſt exulting came, 
Each atom ſoughi its ſep' rate claſa, 
Thro' many a fair enamour'd maſs ; 


Love caſla che central charm. around, 
And with eternal nuptials bound. 


Then form and oxder, oer the ſky, 
Firſt train'd their bridal on high; 
The ſun diſplay'd his orb to. 
And burn'd wich hymeneal light. 
Hence nature's virgin womb conceiv'd, 
And with the genial burchen heay'd ; 
Came from the oak, her firſt- born heir, 
Aud ſcal'd the breathing Recp of air; 
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Then infant Mets, of various uſe, 
Imbib'd her ſoft maternal juice. 
The flow' rs, in early bloom diſclos'd, 
Upon her fragrant breaſt repos d; 
Within her warm embraces grew 
A race of endlefs form and hue; 
Then pour'd hier leſſer offspring round, 
And fondly cloth'd their parent ground, 
Nor here alone the virtue reign d. 
By matter's cumb' ring form detain d, 
But thence, ſubliming, and refin'd, 
Aſpir'd, and reach'd its kindred mind, 
Caught in the fond celeſtial fire, 
The mind perceiv'd unknown defire:; 
And now with kind effuſion flow'd, 
And now with cordial ardours glow'd, 
Beheld the ſyſtematic fair, | 
And lov'd its own reſemblance-there ; 
On all, with circling radiance, ſhone, 
But, cent'ring, fix'd on one alone; 
There claſp'd the heav' n- appointed wife, - 
And doubled ev'ry joy of life. 
Here ever dlellog, ever bleſs'd, 
Reſides the beauty of the breaſt. 
As from his palace, here the god 
Still beams effulgent bliſs abroad, 
Her gems his on eternal round, 
The ring, by which the world is bound, 
Here bids his feat of empire grow, 
And builds his little heav'n below. 
The bridal partners thus ally'd, 
And thus in ſweet accordance ty'd, 
One body, hoar and ſpirit live, 
Enrich'd by ev'ry joy they give; 
Like echo, from her vocal hold, 
Return'd in muſic twenty fold, 
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Their union firm, and undecay'd,. 
Nor time can ſhake, nor pow'r invade, 
But as the Rem and ſcion land, _ 
Ingrafted by a {kilful hand, 

They check the tempeſt's wintry rage, 
And bloom and ſtrengthen into age. 
A thouſand amities unknown, 
And pow'rs, perceiv'd by love alone; 
Endearing looks, and chaſte defire, 
Fan and ſupport the mutual fire, 
Whoſe flame, perpetual, as refin'd, 
Is fed by an immortal mind. 

Nor yet the nuptial ſanction ends, 3 
Like Nile, it opens and deſcends, | 
Which, by apparent windings led, 

We trace to its celeſtial head. 
The ſire, firſt ſpringing from abeve, 
Becomes the ſource of life and love, 
And gives his filial heir to flow, 
In fondneſs down on ſons below 3; ' 
Thus roll'd in one continu'd tide, 
Ts time's extremeſt verge they glide ; 
While kindred ftreams, on either hand, 
Branch forth in bleſſings o'er the land. - 

Thee, wretch ! no liſping babe {hall name, 

| Ne late- returning brother clam; _ 

N No kinſman on 5 road rejoice, 

| 

| 

| 

| 


=> 2. — - —— - 
— — — x — — EA my PR 
— A $9" — ef = © * 
= 4 3 


No ſiſter greet thy ent'ring voice; 

With partial eyes no parent ſee, 
And bleſs their years reſtor'd in thee. 

In age rejected, or declin'd, 

An alien, e'en among thy kind, 

The partner of thy ſcorn'd embrace 

Shall play the wanton in thy face; 

Each ſpark unplume thy little pride, 

All friendſhip fly thy faithleſs fide; 
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Thy name ſhall, like thy carcaſe, rot, 

In ſickneſs ſpurn'd, in death forgot. 
All giving pow'r } great ſource of life! 

O hear the parent ! hear the wife! | 

That life thou lendeſt from above, 

Tho? little, make it large in love; 

O bid my feeling heart expand 

To ev'ry claim, on ev'ry hand, 

To thoſe, from whom my days I drew, 

To theſe, in whom thoſe days renew, 

To all my kin, however wide, | 

In cordial warmth, as blood ally'd, 

To friends with ſteely fetters twin'd, 

And to the cruel not unkind, 

But chief, the lord of my defire, 

My life, myſelf; my ſoul, my fire 3 

Friends, children, all that with can claim 

Chaſlte paſſion claſp, and rapture name; 

O ſpare him, ſpare him, gracious pow r! 

O give him to my lateſt hour! 

Let me my length of life employ, 

To give my ſole enjoy ment joy, 

His love, let mutual love excite, 

Turn all my cares to his delight, I 

And ev'ry needleſs bleſſing ſpare, 5 

Wherein my darling wams a ſhare. | 

When he with graceful action wooes, 

And ſweetly bills, and fondly cooes, 

Ah! deck me to his eyes alone, | | 

With charms attractive as his own. | 

And in my circling wings careſs'd, | 

Give all the lover to my breaſt. 

Then in our chaſte connubial bed, 

My boſom pillow'd for his head, 

His eyes with bliſsful lumbers cloſe, 

And watch with me my lord's repoſe ; 

p | 


158 


8 
%*. 

i% 

Wi: * 


F AB'L ES. 


Your peace around his temples twine, 

And love him with a love like mine. 
And ſor I know his gen'rous flame, 

Beyond whate'er my ſex can claim, 


Me, too, to your protection take, 


And ſpare me ſor my huſband's ſake; 
Let our unruffled calm delight 
The loving and belov'd unite; 


One pure defire our boſoms warm, 


One will direct, one wiſh inform; 
Thro' life one mutual aid ſuſlain, . 
In death one peaceful grave contain. 15 
While ſwelling wich the darling theme, L 
Her accents pour'd an end leſs ſtream, 

The well known wings a ſound impart, 
That reach'd her ear, and touch'd her heart; 
Quick dropp'd the muſic of her tongue, 
And forth with eager joy, ſhe ſprung ; 

As ſwift her ent'ring conſort flew, 


And plum'd and kindled at the view. 5 


Their wings, their ſouls, embracing meet, 
Their hearts with anſw'ring meaſure beat; 
Half loft in ſacred ſweets, and bleſs'd 
With raptures felt, but ne'er expteſs'd. 

Straight ro her humble roof ſhe led 
The partner of her ſpotleſs bed ; 

Her young, a fluu'ring pair ariſe, 
Their welcome ſparkling in their eyes; 
Tranſported, to their ſire they bound, 
And bang wih ſpeechleſs action round, 


In pleaſure wrapt,-the parents fland, 


And fee their little wings expand; 

The lire, his life ſuſfajning prias, 

To each expefting bill applies; 

There fondly pours the wheaten ſpoil, 
Wich tranſport giy'n, tho* won wah toil 3 


If once her feeble bark recede, 
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While all collected at the fight, | 
And fileat, thro ſupreme delight; \ 
The fair bigh heav'n of bliſs — 
And on her lord and infants ſmiles. 

The Sparrow, whole attention hung 
Upon the Dove's enchanting tongue, 
Of all his little flights diſarm'd, 

And from himſelf, by virtue charm'd, 
When now he ſaw, what only ſeem'd, 
A fact, ſo latea fable deew'd ; 

His ſoul to envy he reſign 2 

His hours of folly to the . | 
In ſecret wiſh'd a turtle too, 

And, ſighing to himſelf, withdrew, 


—__ 1 ———_— 


— * a er „„ — 


; © The . 8 
Tu ſaid of widow, moi, Ky wiſe, 


That honour is a woman's life; 
Unhappy ſex ! who only claim 
A being in the breath, of fame, 
Which, tainted. not the quick'ning gales 6: "i 
That ſweep: Sabæ's ſpicy. vales, | * 
Nor all * healing ſweets reſtore, | 
That breathe — Arabia's ſhore. 

The trav'lex, if he chance to ſlray, 
May turn uncenſur'd to his way; #7; 
Polluted ſtreams again are pure, | 
And deepeſt wounds admit a cure; 7 
But woman ! no redemption know 
The wounds of honour never cloſe, 

Tho? diſtant ev'ry hand to guide, 
Nor {kill'd on life's tempeſtuous tide, 


Or deviato from the courſe : 654% 


In vain ſhe ſeeks the friendly- were, ; 
Her ſwifter folly flies before 1 | 
The circling — againſt her cloſe;' | 
And ſhut the-wand*rer from repoſe, 
Till by: conſſ itling waves oppreſt. 
Her found' ring pinnace {inks to reſl. 

Are there no off rings to atone | 
For but a fingle error P None! 
Tho' woman is avow'd of old; | 
No daughter of celeſtial mould; © R 
Her temp'ring not without alla, 
Ard form'd but oſ the finer clay; 1 
We challenge from the mortal dame, | | 
The ſlrength angelic matures claim: 
Nay pr ſacred ſtories tell, 
That ev'n immortal angels fell. 

Whatever fills the teeming ſphere 


Of humid earth, and ambient ar, 
With varying elements endu'd, ("FE 
Was form'd 10 fall, and riſe renew d. 


The ſtars no fix'd duration know $10 & 
Wide oceans ebb, again to flow ß,: es 
The moon repletes her waining face, a 4 
All-beauteous, from ber late — — i 
And ſuns, that mourn night, 
Refulgent riſe, with new. — "INES 
In vain may deach and-time.fubdae, - | 16 1 
While nature mints her race — un: 


And holds ſome vital ſpark apart, 1 6! l 


Like virtue, hid in ev'ry heart: 
*Tis hence, reviving warmth is ſeen, ©. 
To clothe a'naked world in green; | * n . 
No longer bar'd by winter's cod. 
Again the gates: of life unfold( j 2 
Again each inſect tries his wing, bz 
And lifts freſh e the . 
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Again from ev'ry latent root Gas 

The bladed ſtem, and tendril ſhoot, _ 

Exhaling incenſe to the ſkies, | 

Again to periſh, and to riſe. 

And muſt weak woman then diſown 

The change to which a world is prone ? 

In one meridian brightneſs ſhine, 

And ne'er like ev'ning ſuns decline? 

Reſolv'd and firm alone ? —Is this 

What we demand of woman ? — Yes ! 
But ſhould the ſpark of veſtal fire, 

In ſome unguarded hour expire; 

Or ſhould the nightly thief in vade, 

Heſperia's chaſte and ſacred ſhade, 

Of all the blooming ſpoils poſſeſs'd, 

The dragon, honour, Sara's to reſt, 

Shall virtue's flame no more retura ? 

No more with virgin ſplendor burn P 

No more the ravag'd garden blow 

With ſpring's ſucceeding bloſſom ?—No } 

Pity may mourn, but not reſtore, 

And woman falls—to rife no more, 
Within this ſublunary ſphere, 

A country lies—no matter where; 

The clime may readily be found, 

By all who tread poetic ground; 

A ſtream, call'd life; acroſs it glides, 

And equally the land divides 3 

And here, of vice the province lies, 

And there, the hills of virtue riſe. 
Upon a mountain's airy ſtand, 

Whoſe ſummit look'd to either land, 

An ancient pair their dwelling choſe, 

As well for proſpett as repole ; 

For mutual faith they long were fam'd, 

And Temp'rance, and Religion, nam'd. 

1 
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A numerous progeny divine, 15 
Confeſs'd the ho ery Ine; 


But in a little da Ne bai Sails 5 
Was center'd ark. — alk ol ais 
For heav'n, to o gratulate her birtbL, 
Gave ſigus of 1 ure joy to earn: 
White was the tobe this infant Gore, 
And cn dame ſhe bore. 
As now the mad in ſtature, grew, 
(A flowꝰr guſt op. ning to the view) 
Oft thro? her natiye Jawns. ſhe. Maped, ＋ 
And wreftling with the lambkins pl: A . a! 
Her looks diftulize ſweets bequeath 5 
The breeze grew Purer az the breath's,. 
The morn kev radiant bluſb aſſum d. 
The ſpring wuh earlier 2 bloom'd, 
And nature yearly, took del igbt, 
Like her, to dreſs 2877 0 a 3 nn 
But when hey. rilng fa rm Was ſeen Hm o 
To reach the A of ede A de N 01 
Her parents up t be mountain's, he 114 
Wen their darling led Lanolin 
By turns they Tnatch'd her to their breal, 1 
And thus the fears of age expres 'd. 
O joyful cauſe of many a care! 
O daughter, too divinely far ld 6... do © Ho 
Yon world, On this ponent ay; | 
CO 3 a dang't rous way ; 5 4 b 
A painful journey, all muſt, ga, A 
W hoſe doubted period none can A u Pu f 
W hoſe due direction who can find, 
Where reaſ-n's. mute. and ſenſe is Mo 
Ah ! what unequal leaders theſe, . 
Thro' ſuch a wide perplexing mae! 
Then mark: the-warnings of — * 
And learn, what love and years adviſe. 
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Fo.⸗«r to the right thy proſpett bend, 
Where yonder tow' ring hills. aſcend; 

Lo! there the aduous path's in view, 
Which virtue, and ber ſons, purſue g! 77 
Wich toil, Oer leſs' ning earth they riſe, 

Aud gain, and gais, npon the Kies. 
Narrow's the way» her children tread, "1 
No walk for pleaſure, {moothy foread: a; 
But rough, and difficult, and ficepy 
| Painful to climb, and hard to eee viod 7/7 
Fruits immature thoſe End- Ae, 1 * 
A food indelicate td ſenſe, br A 
Of taſte, unpleaſant, yet Kom thoſe. 1 215d T 
Pure health, with:chearfubyigour, flows; 
Ard Arength, unfeeling of decay, 1259, L 
Throughout the long laborious | 
Hence, as they falſe that:beav? ly rod, 
Each limb is ighiend of its load j n 

From earth refining ſtill bey go, 
And leave the mortal weight beloõ : 
Then ſpreads che ſlrait, the doubifal clears /. 

And ſmooth the rugged pach appears ; 4 

For cuſtom turns fatigue to (cate, | 
And, taught by virtue, pain can and 
At lengthz»the toilſome journey oer, 
And neat 1 bright celeſtial ſhore, 
A gulph; black; fearful and profaund. 
Appears, of either World, the bound. 

Thro' datknels, leading up to light, 
Senſe backward ſhrinks, and ſhuns the be, 
For there the: tranſitory train, 

Of ume, and form, and care; and pain, 
And matter's groſs incumb' ring maſs, 
Man's late aſſociates cannot paſs. 

But ſinking, quit the immortal charge, 


And leave che wond'ring ſoul at large; ; 
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hily ſhe wings her obvious way, 
— mingles with eternal day. ' 


Thither, O thither, win thy ſpeed, 
Tho? pleaſure charm, or — i 3 
To ſuch th? 8 pow? 


gi 'n. 
For preſent earth, a future We 8 


For trivial Joſs, unmeaſur d gain, 
And endleſs bliſs, for tranſient pain. 
Then fear, ah! fear, to turn thy fight, 
Where yonder flow'ry fields invite; 
Wide 2 the left, the path. way 18 
And with pernieious eaſe de 

There ſweet to ſenſe, and fair to . 
New-planted Eden ſeems to blow ; 

Trees — delicious poiſon bear, 

For deach is vegetable there. 

Hence is the frame of health unbrac'd, 

Each ſine w ſlack' ning at the taſte, _ 
The ſoul to paſſion yields her throne, 
And ſees with organs not her own ; | 
While, like the {lumb'rer in the night, 
Pleas'd with the ſhadowy dream of light, 
Before her alienated eyes 
The ſcenes of fairy-land ariſe; 
The puppet pet-world's amuſing ew, | 
Dipt in the gaily-colour'd bow; 
Sceptres, wreaths, and glitt'ring things, 
The toys of infants and of kings, 
That tempt along the baneful plain, 
The idly wiſe, and lighily vain; 
Till verging on the gulphy ſhore, 
Sudden they fink, to riſe no more. 

But liſt to what the fates declare, 
Tho' thou art woman, frail as fair, 
If once thy fliding foot ſhould ſtray, 
Once quit yon heav'n appointed way, 
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For PRE loſt maid, for thee alone, 
Nor pray'rs ſhall plead, nor tears atone! 
Reproach, ſcorn, infamy, and hate, 
On thy returning, Reps ſhall wait. 
Thy form be loath'd by ev ry eye, 
Ang ev'ry foot thy preſence fly. . 
Thus arm'd wich words of potent ſound, 
Like guaidian angels plac'd around; 
A hb by truch divinely caſt, 
Forward our young advent'rer paſpd. 
Forth from her ſacred ey e-lids E 
Like morn, fore- running radiance went, 
While bonour, hand- maid, late allgn'd, - 
Upheld her lueid train behind, | 
Ave ſtruck, the much- — crowd 
Before the virgin-viſion bow'd/; 
Gaz d with an ever new delight, | 4 = 
And caught freſh virtue at the ſighit; 
For not of eatth's unequal frame 
They deem'd the heav'n 23 
If matter, ſure the melt refin'd, 
High-wrovght, and temper'd into mind, 
Some darling daughter of the day, 
And bedy d by her native ray. 
W here er ſhe paſſes, thouſands bend, 
And thouſands here ſhe moves, aud, 
Her ways/ obſervant) eyes:confeſs, 1: 
Her fleps purſuing praiſes . 791 
While tothe elevated maid 1 
Oblations, as to heav*n are „ 
Twas on an ever-blichſome day, 
The jovial birth: of roſy May, | 
When genial warmeh no more oppreſed, 
New'melts:the froſt in ev'ry breaft ; 
The cheek with ſecret, flſhing dies, 
And looks kund trom chialteſi eyes; 
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The ſun with healthier viſage glows, * | 
Aſide his clouded kerchief throw, 
And dances up th' etherial plain, 
Where late be us'd to cli ad wah pain 3 * 
While nature, as from bonds ſet free, 
Springs out, and gives a looſe to glee. 
And now for momentary reſt, 

The nymph her travel'd ſtep repreſs'd, 
Juſt turn'd to view the ove wa: attain'd, 
And glory'd in the height the gain'd. 

Out- ſtretch'd before — 4 wide ſurvey, 
The realms of ſweet perdition lay, 
And pity touch'd her foul with woe, 
To ſee a world fo loſt below; | 
When ſtrait the breeze began to breathe 
Ain, gently wafted from beneath, | 
That bore.commiſhon'd wackeak 
And reach'd her ſympathy of ſenſe ; 
No ſounds of diſcord, that diſcloſe 
A people ſunk and loſt in woes, | 

But as of preſent g poſſeſs d, 

The very . the Hef d 

The maid in wrapt attention hung, 

While thus approaching Sirens ſung— 
Hither, ſaireſt, hither haſte, 

Brigheſ beauty come and taſſe 

What the pow'rs of bliſs unfold ; 

Joys too mighty to be told; 

aſle what ecſtacies they give, 

Dying raptures tafte, an] live. 

In thy lap, diſdaining meaſure, 

Nature empties all her treaſure ; 

Soft defires, that ſweetly languiſh, | 
Fierce delights, that riſe to anguiſh 3 
Fairefl, doi thou yet delay ? | 
; Brighteſt beauty come away, 


FABLES. | 
Liſt not, when the forward chide, 
Sons of pedantry, and pride ; 


Snarlers, to whoſe feeble ſenſe, 
April ſunſhine is offence ; 
Age and envy will adviſe, | 
Ev'n againſt the joys they prize. 
Come, in pleaſure's balmy bowl, 
Slake the thirſtings of thy Gul, 
*Till thy raptur'd pow'rs are fainting 
With enjoyment, paſt the painting; 
Faireſt, doſt thou yet delay ? 
| Brighteſt beauty, come away. 
So ſung the Syrens as of yore, 
Upon the falſe Auſonian thore ; 
And, O! for that preventing chain, 
That bound Ulyfles to the main; 
That fo our Fair One might withſtand 
The covert ruin now at hand, | 
The ſong her charm'd attention drew 
When now the tempters Rood in view; 
Curioſity with prying eyes 
And hands of buſy, bold, emprize ; 
Like Hermes, feather'd were her feet, 
And like fore-running fancy fleet; 
By ſearch untaught, by toil umir'd, 
To novelty ſhe ſtill afpir'd, 
Taſteleſs of ev'ry good poſſeſs d 
And but in expettation bleſs'd. 
With her, affociate, Pleaſure came, 
Gay. Pleaſure, frolic-loving dame ; 
Her mein, all-ſwimming in delight, 
Her beauties, half reveal'd to ſight; 
Looſe flow'd her garments from the ground, 
And canght the killing winds around. 
As er{t Meduſa's looks were known 
To turn beholders into ſtone, 
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A dire reverſion here they felt: 
And in the eye of pleaſure melt. 
Her glance of ſweet perſuaſion charm'd. 


Unnerv'd the ſtrong, the ſteel diſarm'd; X 


No ſafety, ev'n the flying, find, 
Who, vent'rous, hs 8 once behind. 
Thus was the much admiring maid, 
While diſtant, more than half betray d. 

With ſmiles, and adulation bland, 


"They join d her fide, and ſeiz'd her hand; 


Their touch envenom'd ſweets inſtill'd, 
Her frame with new pulſations thrill'd, 
While half conſenting, half denying, 
Reluctant now, and now complying, 
Amidſt a war of hopes and fears, 
Of trembling wiſhes, ſmiling tears, 
Still down, and down, the winning pair 
Compell'd the ſtruggling, yielding fair. 
As when ſome ſtately veſſel, bound 
To bleſt Arabia's diſtant ground, | 
Borne from her courſes, haply lights 
Where Barca's flow'ry clime invites; 
Conceal'd atound whoſe treach' tous land, 
Lurks the dire rock and dang'rous ſand ; 
The pilot warns, with ſail and oar, 
To {hun the much ſuſpetted ſhore, 
In vain : the tide too ſubily ſtrong, 
Still bears the wreſtling bark along, 
Till found'ring ſhe refigns to fate, 


And links, o'erwhelm'd with all her freight. 


So baffling ev*ry bar to fin, 
And heav'n's own pilot plac'd within, 
Along the devious ſmooth deſcent, 
With pow'rs increaſing as they went, 
The Dames, accuſtom'd to ſubdue, 
As with a rapid current drew ; 
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And ofer the fatal bounds convey*'d - 
The loſt, the long-reluftant, maid 
Here flop, ye fair ones, and beware, 
Nor ſend your fond affections there; 
Yet, yet your darling, now deplar'd, 
May turn, to you and heav'n reſtor'd ; 
Till then, with weeping honour wait, 
The ſervant of her better fate, 
Wich honour left upon the ſhore, 
Her friend and handmaid now no more; 
Nor, with the guilty world, upbraid 
The fortunes of a wretch betray'd ; mus 
But o'er her failing caſt a veil, ny 
Rememb'ring you, yourſelves, are frail, 
And now, from all-enquiring light, 
Faſt fled the conſcious ſhades of night; 
The damſel, from a ſkort repoſe, 
Confbunde# at hexyphght, aroſe, 

As when with flumb'rous weight oppreſs'd 
Some wealthy miſer finks to reſt, 75 
Where felons eye the glitt'ring prey, 

And ſteal his hoard of joys away : 

He, borne where golden Indus ireams, 

Of pearl, and quarry'd di'mond "5:40 
Like Midas, turns the glede tay 

And ſtands all wrapt amidft his” dive: 'o 

But wakens, naked, and deſpoil'd 

Of that for which his years had toil*d; To 

So far'd the Nymph, her treaſure flown, 
And turn'd, like Niobe, to ſtone ; 
Within, avithoih! obſcure and void, 

She felt all ravag'd, all deſtroy'd. 

And, O! thou *Turs'd inſiduous coaſt, 

Are theſe the bleſſings thou canſt boaſt ? : 

Theſe, virtue! theſe the Joys they find, 
"Who leave thy heav'n-topt hills behind! 
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Shade me, ye pines, ye caverns hide, 
Ye mountains cover me ! ſhe cry'd. 

Her trumpet Slander rais'd yz | 
And told the tidings to the as; : 


Contempt diſcharg'd a living dart, 


A ſide- long viper to her heart; 
Reproach breath'd poiſons o'er her face, 


And ſoil'd and blaſted ev'ry grace; 


Officious Shame, her handmaid new, 


Still turn'd the mirror to her view; 


While thoſe in crimes the deepeſt dy'd, 


Approach'd to whiten at her ſide. 


Anò ev'ry lewd inſulting dame — 


Upon her folly roſe to fame. 
Again the farther ſhore attain'd, 


Again the land of virtue gain'd ; 
But echo gathers in the wind, 


And ſhews her conſlant foes behind. 
Amaz'd ! with headlong ſpeed ſhe-tends, 


Where late ſhe left her boſt of friends ; 


Alas ! thoſe ſhrinking friends decline, 


Nor longer own that form divine; 


With fear they mark the following cry, 

And from the lonely trembler fly; 

Or back waz drive her on the coaſt, 

Where pe vas wreck'd and honour loſt, 
From earth thus hoping aid in vain ; 

To heavꝰn, not daring to complain; 

No truce, by hoſtile clamour giv'n, 

And from the face of friendſhip driv'n ; 

The Nymph ſunk proſtrate on the ground, 

With all the weight of woes —_ 
Enthron'd within a circling ſky, 

Upon a mount, o'er mountains high, 

All radiant fate, as iu a ſhrine, 

Virtue, firſt effluence divine; 


L 
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Far, far above the ſcenes of woe, 
That ſhut this cloud-wrapt world below: 
Superior goddeſs ! eſſence bright! 
Beauty of uncreated light, 
Whom ſhould mortality ſurvey, 
As doom'd upon a certain day; 
The breath of frailty muſt expire, 
The world diffolve in living Fre 3 
The gems of heav'n, and ſolar flame, 
Be quench'd by her eternal beam, 
And nature quick*ning in her eye, 
To raiſe a new-born phœnix, die. t 
Hence, unreveal'd to mortal view, 
A veil around her form ſhe threw, 
Which three ſad ſiſters of the ſhade, 
Pain, Care, and Melancholy, made, 
Thro? this her all-inquiring eye, 
Attentive from her ſtation high, 
Beheld, abandon'd to defpair, 
The ruins of her fav'rite fair; 
And with a voice, whoſe awful ſound, 
Appall'd the guilty world around, 
BY the tumultuous winds be ſtill; 
To numbers bow'd each liſt'ning hill; 
Uncurl'd the ſurging of the. 
And ſmooth the thorny bed n; 
The golden harp of heav*n the ſtrung, 
And thus the tuneful goddeſs ſung :— * 
Lovely Penitent, ariſe, 
Come, and claim thy kindred ſkies ; 
Come, thy filter angels ſay, 
Thou haſt wept thy ſtains away. 
Let experience now decide, 
*Twixt the good and evil, try'd, 
In the ſmooth enchanted ground, 
Say, unfold the treaſures found, 
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Structures rais'd by morning dreams, 
Sands that trip the flitting ſtreams, 
Down that anchors on the air, 
Clouds that paint their changes there. 

Seas that {ſmoothly dimp'ing lie, 
While the ſlorm impends on high, 
Shewing in an obvious glaſs, 

Joys that in poſſeſſion * 

Tranhent, fickle, light and gay, 
Flatt'ring only to betray ; 

W hat. alas ! can life contain ? 
Life, like all its circles, vain. 

Will the ſtork, intending reſt, 

On the billow build her nell ? 

Will the bee demand tis ftore 

From the bleak and bladeleſs ſhore ?_ 
Man alone, intent to fray, 

Ever turns from wiſdom's way; 

Lays up wealth in foreign land, 

* & Seas and —— the 1 

Soon the elemental maſs, 

Soon th' encumb'ring world ſhall paſs ; 
Form be wrapt in walling lire, 


ü Time be Lees and life expire. 


The led works of men, 
Where r aſylum then ? 
Sons of pleaſure, ſons of care, 


Tell me, mortals, tell me where ? 
Gone, like traces on the deep, 

Like a ſcepter graſp'd in lleep ; j 

Deus exhal'd fro om morning glades, 

X Melting ſnows and gliding ſhades. 

Paſs the world, and what's behind ?P 

Virtue's gold, by lire reſin'd; 5 

From an univerſe deprav'd, 


From the wreck of nature ſay 'd. 


on” = 
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Like the life-ſupporting grain, 


Fruit of patience, and of pain, 
On the ſwain's dms thy, 
Winnow'd from the chaff away. 
Little trembler, fear no more, 
Thou haſt plenteous crops in ſtore ; 
Seed by genial forrows ſown, 
More than all thy ſcorners own. 
What, tho? hoflte earth deſpiſe, 
Heav'n beholds with gentler eyes; . 
Heav'n thy friendleſs ſteps ſhall guide, 
Chear thy n and guard thy 2 „„ 
When the fatal trump ſhall ſound, 
When th' immortals pour around, 
Heav'n ſhall thy return atteſt, 
Hail'd by myriad's of the bleſs'd. 
Little native of the ſkies, 
Lovely penitent, ariſe, | 
Calm thy boſom, clear thy brow, 
Virtue is thy ſiſter now. 
More delightful are my woes 
Than the rapture pleaſure knows; 
Richer far the weeds I bring i 
Than the robes that grace a king” 
On my wars of ſhorteſ. 
Crowns of endleſs triumph Way 
On my cares a period bleſs d, 

On my tolls eternal reſt. r 
Come, with virtue at th fide, 
Come, be ev*ry bar defy'd, 

*Till we gain our native ſhore, 
Siſler, come, and turn no more, 
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FW "Ds breezy morning breath'd perfume, 
e The wak'ning flow'rs unveil'd their bloom 
_ Up with the lun, from ſhort repoſe, 
+ "Wy Gay health, and luſty labour, roſe; 
The milkmaid carol'd at her pail, 
And ſhepherds whiſtled o'er the dale; 
When loye, who led a rural life, 
Remote from buſtle, late and ſtrife, | 
Forth from his thatch'd-roof'd cotiage ſtray d, 
And ſtroll'd along che dewy glade. | 
A nymph, who lightly tripp'd it by, 
To quick attention turn'd his eye, 
He mark'd the geſture of the fair, 
ler ſelf-ſufficient grace and air; | 
Her ſteps that mincing meant to pleaſe, 
Her fludy'd negligence and eaſe; - 
Leb ente to enquire, what meant 
This thing of pertneſs and of paint, 
Approaching ſpoke, and bow'd obſervant: 
The Lady, {ljghtly—Sir, your ſervant. 
Such beauty in ſo rudea place! 
ener do the country grace; 
—:, the public care, 
—_—— acquaintance there, 
Yes, fir,oreply'd the flutt'ring dame, 
This form confeſſes whence it came; 
But dear variety, you know, 
Can make ds pride and pomp forego ; 
My name is Vanity; I ſway 
"Phe armo!t iflands of che ſea; 
Wukin my court all honour centers, 
Praiſe the meaneſt foul that enters, 
5 Endow with latent gifis and graces, 
= And model fools broken — 
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As Vanity appoints at pleaſure, - 
The world receives its weight and meaſure; _ 
Hence all the grand concerns of life, | 
Joys, cares, plagues. paſſions, peace and ſtrife. 
Reflect how far my pow'r prevails 
When 1 ſtep in, where nature fails; 
And ev'ry branch of ſenſe tepairing, 
Am bounteous ſtill, where heav'm is ſparing, 
But chief, in all their arts and airs, 
Their playing, painting, pouts and pray*rs, - 
Their various habits and complexions, . 
Fits, frolocks, foibles and perfeQtions, 
Their robings, curling A adorning, 
From noon to night, fiom night to morning, 
From fix to ſix y, ſick or found, * 
I rule the femal: world arour d. 
Hold there a moment, Cupid cry'd, 
Nor boalt dominion quite ſo Wide; 
Was there no province to invade, 
But that by love and meekneſs-{way'd ; 
All other empire I refign, 
But be the ſphere of beauty mine. 
For in the downy lawn of reſt, 
That opens to a woman's brealkg. +. .. 
Attended by my peaceful ii 
I chuſe to live, and chuſe town, 
Far- ſighted faith I bring along, 
And * above an army {trong, 
And chaſtity, of icy mould. o 4 
Within the burning tropies cold; ; 29 
And lowlineſs, to whoſe mild brow, 7 
The pow'r and pride of nations bow, 
And modeſty with down-caſt eye, 
That lends the morn her virgin dye, 
And innocence artay'd in light, 
And honour, as a tow'r upright; 
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With ſweetly winning graces, more 
Than poets ever dreamt of yore; 
In unaffected conduR free, 8 \ 
All ſmiling ſiſters, three times three, 
And roſy — the cherub bleſs'd, 
That nightly fings us all to reſt. 

Hence, from the bud of nature's prime, 
From the firſt ftep of infant time, | 
Woman, the world's appointed light, 

Has ſkirted ev'ry ſhade with white; 
Has ſtood with imitation high, 
To ev'ry Hart, and ev'ry eye; 
From ancietit deeds of fair renown, * 
Has brought her bright memorials down; 
To time afhx'd perpetual youth, 

And form'd each tale of love and truth, 

Upon a new Promethean plan, 

She moulds the effence of a man, 
Tempers his maß, his genius fires, | 
And as a better ſoul inſpires, ] 

The rude ſhe ſoftens, warns the cold, 
Exalts the meek, and checks the bold, 
Calls floth from his ſupine repoſe, 
Within the comard's bofom glows, 

Of pride ui the lofty creſt, 

Bids baſhful Rand confeſs'd, 

And like coarſe metal from the mines, 
ColleQts, irradiates, and reines 

The gentle ſcience ſhe imparts, L 
All manners ſmooths, informs all hearts: 
From her ſweet influence are felt, 
Paſſions that pleaſe, and thoughts that melt. 
To flormy rage ſhe bids controul, 

And finks ſerenely on the fool, 

Softens Ducalion's flinty race, 


And tunes the warring world to peace, 
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Thus arm'd to all that's light and vain, 
And freed from thy fantaſtic chain, 
She fills the ſphere, by heav'n aſſign'd, 
And rul'd by me, o'er-rules mankind. 
He ſpoke.— The Nymph impatient flood, 
And 1 thus be er ſpeech renew'd : 
And pray, ir, may I be ſo bold, 
To hope your pretty tale is told ; 
And next demand without a cavil, 
What new Utopia do you travel ? ry Baa, 
Upon my word, theſe high-flown fancies, 
Shew depth of learning i in romances, 
Why, what unfaſhion'd ſtuff you tell us, 
Of buckram dames, and tiptoe fellows ! 
Go, child, and when you're grown maturer. 
You'll ſhoot your next opinion ſurer. 
O, ſuch a preity nack at. painting : 
And all for ſoft'ning, and for fainting ; 
Gueſs now, who can, a ſingle feature, | 
Thro' the whole piece of female nature; 
Then, mark! my looſer hand may fit 
The lines too coarſe for love to hit, 
'Tis ſaid, that woman prone to changing, 
Thro? all the rounds of folly ranging, 
On life's uncertain ocean ry 
No reaſon, rule, nor rudder Ming, 
Is like the comet's wand'ring hight, 
Eceentric, ominous, and bright ; 
Tractleſs and ſhifting as the wind, 
A ſea, whoſe fathom none can find; 
A moon, {lll changing and revolving, 
A riddle, paſt all human ſolving ; 
A bliſs, a plague, a heay'n, a hell, 
A ſomething, that no man can tell, 
Now learn a ſecret from a friend, 


But keep your council, and attend. 
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Tho? in their tempers thought fo diſtant, 
Nor with their ſex, nor ſelves, conſiſtent, 
»Tis but the difference of a name, 

And ev'ry woman is the ſame. 

For as the world, however vary'd, 

And thro* unnumber' d changes carry'd, 
Of elemental modes and forms, 

Clouds, meteors, colours, calms and ſtorms, 
Tho? in à thouſand ſuits array'd, 

Is of one ſubje& matter made; 

So, ſir, a woman's conſtitution, 

The world's enigma, finds ſolution. 

And let her form be what you will, 

I am the ſabje& eſſence till. 3 
With the firſt fpark of female ſenſe, 
The ſpeck of being, I commence; 
Within the womb make freſh advances, 
And diQate future qualms and fancies ; 
Thence in the growing form expand, 
Wich child travel hand in hand, ' 
And give a taſte of all their Joys, 
In gewgaw, rattles, pomp, and noiſe. 

And now familiar and unaw'd, 

I ſend the flutt'ring foul abroad; 


Prais'd for 8 | „her air, her mien, 
The little god band the queen, 
Takes at her infant ſhrine oblation, 
And drinks ſweet dranghts of adulatton. 
No blooming, tall, ere and fair, 
To dreſs becomes her darling care ; 
"The realms of beauty then I bound, 
I ſwell the hoop's enchanting round ; 
Shrink in the waift's deſcending ſize, 
Heav'd in the (nowy boſom rife, 
High on the floating lappet fail, 
— in treſſes Lic the gale, 


. 
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Then to her glaſs I lead the fair, 
And ſhew es, lovely idol there, 
Where, ſtruck. as by divine, emotion, 
She bows with moſt ſincere devotion, 
And numb'ring ev ry beauty oer, 
In ſecret bids t mn adore, * 
Then all for ing and paradi 
Coquetting, — qe" > — > 


For balls, plays, courts, and crowgs what paſſion ? 


And churches, ſometimes, if the faſhion : 
For woman's ſenſe. of right and Wrengs 
Is rul'd by the almighty throng ; 

Still turns to. each meander tame, 

And ſwims the ſtraw of ev'ry ſtream, 
Her ſoul intrinſic worth reje&ts, 
Accompliſh'd only i in defeas, 

Such excellence 1s her ambition, 

Folly her wiſeſt acquiſition, 

be ev'n from pity and diſdain, 

She'll cull ſome reaſon to be vain, 

Thus, fir, from ev'ry form and feature, 
The wealth and wants of female nature, 
And ev'n from vice, which you'd admire, 
I gather fuel to my fire, 
And on the very baſe of ſhame, 
Ereft my monument of fame. 

Let me another truth attempt, 

Of which your god{bip has not dreamt, 
Thoſe ſhining virtues which you, muſter, 
Whence think you they derive their luſtre! 
From native honour and devotion ! | 
O yes, a mighty likely notion! 

Truſt me, from titled dames to ſpinners, 
*Tis I make ſaints, whoe'er make ſinners, 
»Tis I inſtruct Ml: to withdraw, 


And hold preſumptuous man in awe z | 


FABLES, 


For female worth as I inſpire, 

In juſt degrees, ſtill mounts the higher, 

And virtue ſo extremely nice, 

Demands long toil and mighty price; 

Like Sampſon's pillars, fix d elate. 

I bear the ſex's tott'ring ſtate; 

Sap theſe, and is a moment's ſpace, 

Down finks the fabric to its bats, 

Alike from titles, and from toys, 

I ſpring the fount of female joys ; 

| In ev'ry widow, wife, and miſs, 

The ſole artificer of bliſs. 

For them each topic I explore ; * 

I cleave the ſand of ev'ry ſhore ;_ 

To them uniting Indies fail, 

Sabza breathes her fartheſt gale 

For them the bullion I refine, 

Dig ſenſe and virtue from the mine. 

And from the bowels of invention, 

Spin out the vartous arts you mention. 
Nor bliſs alone my pow'rs beſtow, 

They hold the ſov'reign balm of woe; 

Beyond the ſtoic's boaſted art, 

I ſoothe the heavings of the heart; 

To pain give ſplendor, and relief, 

And gild the pallid face of grief. 
Alike the palace, and the plain, 

Admit the glories of my reign ; 

Thro' every age, in ev'ry nation, 

Taſte, talents, tempers, ſtate, and ſtation, 

Whate'er a woman ſays, I ſay; 

Whate'er a woman ſpends, I pay ; 

Alike I fill and empty bags, 

Flutter in finery and rags; 

Wich light coquettes thro? folly range, 

And with the prude diſdain to change. 


And now you'd think, *twixt you and I, 
That things were ripe for a reply— 

But ſoft—and while I'm in the mood, 
Kindly permit me to conclude ; 

Their utmoſt mazes to unravel, 

And touch the farthcſt ſtep they travel, 

When ev'ry pleaſure's run a ground 
And folly tir'd thro' many a round; 
The nymph conceiving diſcontent hence 
May ripen to an hour's repentance. 

hus far exteads my friendly pow'r, 
Nor quits her in her lateſt hour ; 
The couch of decent pain I ſpread,. 
In form recline her languid head ; 
Her thoughts 1 methodize in death, 
And part but with her parting breath; 
Then do I ſet, in order bright, 
A length of funeral pomp to fight 
The glittering tapers, and attire, 
The plumes that whiten o'er her bier ; 
And laſt, preſenting to her eye 
Angelic fineries on high, 
To ſcenes of painted bliſs I waft her, 
And form the heav'n ſhe hopes hereafter, 
Insa truth, rejoin'd love's gentle god, 
You've gone a tedious length of road ; 
And, ſtrange! in all the toilſome way, 
No houſe of kind refreſhment lay; X 
No nymph, whoſe virtues might have tempted 
To hold her from her ſex exempted. 

For one, we'll never quarrel, man, 
Take her, and keep her, if you can ; 
And pleas'd I yield to your petition, 
vince every fair, by ſuch permiſſion, 
Will bold herſelf the one {Llefied, 

And ſo my ſyttem flands protected. 
O deaf to virtue, deaf to glory, 


To truths divinely vouch'd in ſtory ! 
R 
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The codhezd, z bis. zeal return'd, 
And kindling at her malice burn d. 
Then ſweetly, rais'd his voice, and old 
Of heav'nly nymphs, tever'd of old; 
Hyphpyie, Who ſav'd ber fire ; 
And Fortia's love, approv'd by bes 
Alike Penelope was quoted, 
Nor laurel'd Daphne paſs'd . 
Nor Laodamia's fatal garter, 
Nor fam'd Lucretia, honour's martyr, 
Alceſte's voluntary ſteel, + 
And Catherine ſailing on the wheel. 1 
But who can hope to plant conviction, 
Where cavil grows on contradiction ? 
Some ſhe evades, or diſavows, 
Demurs to all, and none allows; | : 
A kind of ancient thing, call'd fables!  - 
And thus the goddeſs turn'd the n 1 
Now both in argument grew high, 
Ard choler flaſh'd from either eye ; 
Nor wonder each refus'd to yield 
'The conqueſt of ſo fair a Feld, 
When happily arriv'd in view, | 
A goddeſs, whom our grandames knew, 
Ot aſpect grave, and ſober gait, 
>1ajethc, aweful, and ſedate, 
As heav'n ”; autumnal eve ſerene, 
W bere not a cloud o'ercaſts the ſcene ; 
Once Prudence caii'd, a matron ſam'd, - 
And in old Rome Cornelia nam'd. 
Quick, at a venture, both agree. 
To leave their firife to her decree. 
And now by each the fatts were ſtated, 
In form and manner es related; 
The caſe was thart—ihey ctav'd opinion, 
Which held o'er females chief dominion; 
When thus the goddeſs, anſwering mild, 


Fill hook her gractous bead, and {wil'd p 
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Alas! how willing to comply, 
Yet how unfit a judge am I 
In times of golden date, tis true, 
I ſhar'd the fickle ſex with you; 
But from their preſence long wEARY 
Or held as one whoſe form intruded; 
Full fifty annual ſuns can tell, 
Prudence has bid the ſex farewell. 
In this dilemma, what to do, 
Or who to think of, neither knew 
For both ſtill bias'd in opinion, 
And arrogant of ſole dominion 
Were forc'd to hold the caſe 3 
Or leave the quarrel where they found it. 
When in the nick, a rural fair 
Of inerperiene d gait and air, 
Who ne'er had creſs'd the neighb'ring lake, 
Nor ſeen the world beyond a wake; 
With cambric coif, and kerchief clean, 
Trip'd lightly by thend o'er the green. 
Now, now ! cry'd love's triumphant child, 
And at approaching conqueſt ſmil'd, 
If vanity will once be guided, 
Our diff rence ſoon may be decided: 
Behold yon wench, a fit occaſion, 
To try your force of gay perſuaſion.— 
Go you, while I retire aloof, 
Go, put thoſe boaſted pow'rs to proof; 
And if your prevalence of art 
Tranſcends my yet unerring dart, 
I give the fav'rite conteſt o er, 
Aud ne'er will boaſt my empire more. 
At once, ſo ſaid and ſo conſented, 
And well our goddeſs ſeem'd ee 
Nor pauſing. made a moment's ſtand, 
But tript, and took the girl in hand. 
Mean while the godhead, unalarm'd, 
one to each occaſion arm'd, 
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Forth from his quiver cull'd a dart, . 
That erſt had wounded many a heart; 
Then bending, drew it to the head, 
The bowſtring twang'd, the arrow fled, 
And to hex; ſecret ſoul addreſs'd, 
Transfix'd the whitneſs of her breaſt. 

But here the dame, whoſe guardian care- 
Had to a moment watch'd the Kur, 
At once her pocket mirror drew, 
And held the wonder full in view; 
As quicklv, rang'd in order bright, 
A thoul-nd beauties ruſh'd to fight, _ a 
A world of charms, till now unknown, 
A world reveaPd to her alone 
Euraptur'd lands the love-fiick maid, 
Suſpend-d o'er the darling ſhade ; 
Here only fixes io admire, _ 
And centers every fond deſire, 
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The Shepherd and the Philoſopher, 
Rxuorr from cities liv'd a ſwain, 


Unvex'd with all the cares of gain ; 
His head was ſilver'd o'er with age, 
And long experience made him ſage ; 
In ſummer's heat, and winter's cold, 
He fed his flock, and penn'd the fold ; 
His hours in cheerful labour flew, 
Nor envy nor ambition knew ; 
His wiſdom and his honeſt fame, 
Through all the country rais'd his name, 
A deep Philoſopher (whoſe rules 
Of moral life were drawn from 1chools) 
The ſhepherd's homely cottage ſought, 
And thus explor'd his reach of thought: _ 
W hence is thy learning? hath thy toil | 
O'er books conſum'd the midnight oil ? 
Haſt thou old Greece and Rome furvey'd, 
And the vaſt ſenſe of Plato weigh's ? 
Hath Socrates thy ſoul reſin'd, 
And haſt thou fathom'd Tuily's mind ? 
Or, like the wiſe Ulyſles, thrown 
By various fates, on realms unknown. 
Haſt thou through many cities ſtray'd, 
Their cuſtoms, laws, and manners weigh'd ? 
The Shepherd mudeilly reply'd, 
I ne'er the paths of learning try'd ; 
Nor have I roam'd in foreign parts 
To read mankind, their laws and arts ; 
For man is pradtis'd in diſguiſe, 
He cheats the moſt diſcerning ey es; 
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FABLES, 
Who by that ſearch ſhall wiſer grow, 


When we ourſelves can never know ? 
The little knowlege I have gain'd, 

Was all fron {imple nature drain'd ; 

Hence my life's maxim took their riſe, 

lence grew my ſettled hate to vice. 
The daily labours of the bee 

Awake my foul to induſtry. 

Who can obſerve the careful ant, 

And not provide for future want ? 

_ My dog (the truſtieſt of his kind) 

Wuh gratitude inflames my mind: 

I mark his true, his faithful way, 

And in my ſervice copy Tray. 

In conſtancy and nuptial love, 

J learn my duty from the dove. 

The hen, who, from the chilly air, 

With pious wing protects her care 

And ev'ry fowl that flies at large, 6 

Iaſtructs me in a parent's charge. 
From nature too I take my rule, 

To ſhun contempt and ridicule, 

I never with important air, 

In converſation overbear. 

Can grave and formal paſs for wiſe, 

When men the ſolemn owl deſpiſe ? 

My tongue within my lips I reign ; 

For who talks much, mult talk in vain. 

We. from the wordy torrent fly : 

Who hitens to the chatt'ring pye ? 

Nor would I, with felonious flight, 

By ſtealth invade my neighbour's right. 

Rapacious animals we hate: 

Kites, hawks, and wolves deſerve their fate, 

Do not we juſt abhorrence find. 


Againll the toad and ſerpent kind? 
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But envy, calumny and ſpite, 
Bear ſtronger venom in their bite, 
Thus ev'ry object of creation 
Can furnith hints to contemplation ; 
And from the moſt minute and mean, 
A virtuous mind can mortals glean. 
Thy fame 1s juſt, the Sage replies ; 
Thy virtue proves thee truly wiſe, 
Pride often guides the author's pen: 
Books as affected ate as men; | 
But he who ſtudies nature's laws, 
From certain truth kis maxims draws ; | 
And thoſe, without our ſchools, ſuffice 
To make men moral, good and wiſe. 


The Lion the Tyger, and the Traveller. 
P RINCES accept, the moral lay, 


And in theſe tales mankind ſurvey ; 

With carly virtues plant your breaſt, 

The ſpecious arts of vice deteſt,” 
Princes, like beauties, from their youth 

Are flrangers to the voice of truth; 

Learn to contemn all praiſe betimes ; 

For Flatiery's the nurſe of crimes : 

Friendſhip by ſweet reproof is ſhewn, . 

(A virtue never near a throne ; 

In courts ſuch freedom muſt offend ; 

There none preſumes to be a friend. 

To thoſe of your exalted ſlation 

Each courtier is a dedication, 

Muſt I too flatter like the reſt, 

And turn my morals to a jeſt ? 

The muſe diſdains to fleal from thoſe, 

Who thrive in courts by fulſome proſe. 


But ſhall I hide your real praiſe, . 


Or tell you what a nation ſays ? 
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They in your infant boſom trace 
The virtues of your royal race; 
: In the fair dawning of your mind, 
| Diſcern you gen'cous, mild, and kind; 
They ſee you grieve to hear Giltrels, 
And pant already to redrefs. 
Go on, the height of good aitain, 
Nor jet a nation hope in vain, 
For h-oce ve juſtly way prefage 
The virtues of a riper. age. 
True cou age ſhall your boſom fire, 
And future actions own your ſire. 
Cowards are cruel, but ihe brare 
Love mercy, and delight to fave. 

A Tyger roaming for his prey, 
Sprung on a Trav'lier in the way; 
Ine proſſ tate game a Lion ſpies, 

And onthe greedy iyrant flies; 

MWh mingled roar reſounds the word. 

| Their teeth, their claws, diſtiil with blood; 

. Till vanquiſli'd by the Lion's flreng:b, 

| I) be ſpotted foe extends its flengtb. 

=o | The man beſought che ſhaggy lord, 
And on his knees for life implor'd. 

Hts life the gen'cous hero gave; 

Together walking to his cave, 

The Lion thus beſpoke his gueſt : 

| What hardy beaſt ſhall dare copteſt 
My matchlefs ſtrength!— Vou ſaw the fight, 
And mult atteſt my pow'r and might, 

Forc'd to forego their native home, 

My ftarving flaves at diſtance roam. 

Within thefe wouds | reign alone: 

The boundleſs foreſt is my own, 

Bears, wolves, and all the ſavage brood, 

Have d y'd the regal den with bloed. 
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Theſe carcaſes on either hand. 
Theſe bones that whiten all the land, 
My former deeds and triumphs tell, 
Beneath theſe jaws what numbers fell, 
True, ſays the man, the ſtrength I ſaw 
| Might well the brutal nation awe; _ | 
But tha!l a monarch brave like you, 
Place glory in fo falſe a view ? 
Robbers invade their neighbour's right, 
Be lov'd: jet juſtice bound your might. 
Mean are ambitious heroes boa{ls 
Of wall lands and flughter'd hoſts. | 
Pirates their pow'r by murders gain, 
Wiſe kings by love and mercy reiga. 
To me your clemency hath ſhewn 
The virtue worthy of a throne. . 
Heav'n gives you pow'r above the reft, 
Like heav'n to ſuccour the diſſreſt. 
The caſe is plain the monarch faid ; 
Falſe glory bath my youth miſled ; 
For balls of prey, a ſervile train, 
Have been the flatt'rers of my reign. 
Lou reaſon well; yet tell me, friend, 
Did ever you in courts attend ? 
For all my fawning cogues agree, 
That human heroes rule like me. 


K 


The Spaniel and the Cameleon. 
A Spaniel bred with all the care 


That waits upon a fav'rite heir, 

Ne'er felt correction's rigid hand; 
Indulg'd to diſobey command, 

In pamper'd eaſe his hours were ſpent: 
He never knew what learning meant. 


Such forward airs, fo pert, fo ſmart, 

Were ſure to win bis lady's heart: 

Each little miſchief gain'd him praiſe, ; 

How pretty were his fawning ways. 
The wind was ſouth, the morning fair, 

He ventures forth to take the air. 

He ranges all the meadow round, 

And rolls upon the "fofielt ground: 

When near him a Cameleon ſeen, 

Was ſcarce diflingnſh'd from the green, 
Dear emblem of the flatt'ring hoſt, 
What, live with clowns ! a genius loſt! 
To cuies and the court repair ; ; 

A fortune cannot fail thee there: 

Preferments ſhall thy talents crown, 

Believe me, friend; I know the town, 

Bir, ſays the Sycophant, like you, 
Of old, politer life I knew ; © 

Like you, a courtier born and bred ; 

Kings lean'd an ear to what I ſaid. 

My whiſper always met ſteceſs ; 

The ladies prais'd me for addreſs. 

I knew to hit each courtier's paſſion, 

And flatter'd ev'ry vice in faſhion. 

But Jove, who hate's the liars ways, 

At once cut ſhort my proſp'rous days; 

And, ſentenc'd to retain my nature, 

Trans form'd me to this crawling creature, 

Doom'd to a life obſcure and mean, 

I wander in the ſylvan ſcene. 

For Jove alone the heart regards; 

He puniſhes hat man rewards, 

How diffrent is thy caſe and mine! 

With men at leaſt you ſup and dine! 

While 1, condemn'd to thinneft fare, 

Like thoſe I flatter'd, feed on air. 
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The Mother, the Nurſe and the Fairy. 
(Give me a ſon, The bleſſing ſent, 


Were ever parents more content ? 
How partial are their doating eyes 
No child is half ſo fair and wiſe. 
Wak'd to the morning's pleafing care, 
The mother role and ſought her heir. 
She {aw the nurſe like one poſlefs'd, 
With ringing hands, and ſobbing breaſt. 
Sure ſome diſaſter has befel : 
Speak, Nurſe: I hope the boy is well. 
Dear Madam, think not me to blame ; 
Inviſible the Fairy came: * 
Your precious babe is hence convey'd, 
And in the place a changeling laid. 
Where are the father's mouth and noſe, 
The mother's eyes, as black as ſloes P 
See here, a ſhocking awkward creature, 
That ſpeaks a fool in ev'ry feature. 
The woman's bliad, the mother cries ; 
I fee wit ſparkle in his eyes. 
Lord! Madam, wkat a ſquinting leer! 
No doubt the Fairy hath been here. 
Juſt as ſhe ſpoke, a pigmy ſprite 
Pops through the key hole ſwift as light; 
Percl''d on the cradle's top he ſtands, 
Ar d thus her folly reprimands : 
Whence ſprung the vain conceited lie, 
That we the world with fools ſupply ? 
What! give our ſprightly race away, 
For the dull helpleſs ſons of clay! x 
Beſides by partial fondneſs ſhewn, 
Like you we doat upon our own. 
Where yet was ever found a mother, 
W ho'd give her booby for anvther ? 
And ſhould we change wick human breed, 
Well might we pals for fools indeed, 


and 


The Eagle and the ales of Animas | 


8 Jupiter's n eye 
Survey 'd the worlds beneath the ſky, 
From chis ſmall ſpeck of earth were ſent, 
Murgus and ſounds of diſcontent; 
For every thing alive complain'd, - 
That he the kardelt life ſuſlain'd. 
Jove calls bis Eagle. At the word 
Before him ſtands the royal bird. 
The bird, obedient, from heav'ns height, 
Dow directs his rapi id flight; ; 
Then cited ev'ry living — 

To hear the mandates of his king. 

Ungrateful creatures, whence ariſe 

Theſe murmurs which offend the ſkies ? 
Why this diſorder ? ſay the cauſe : . 

For Juſt are Jove's eternal laws. / 
Let each his diſcontent reveal ; 
To yon ſour dog I firſt appeal. 

Hard is my lot, the hound replies, 

On what fleet neryes the Greyhound flies ! 
While I, with weary ſtep and ſlow, 
O'er plains, and vales, and mountains go. 
The mornipg ſees my chaſe begun, 
Nor ends it till the ſetting ſun, | 

| When (ſays the Greyhound) I purſue, | 

l | My game is loſt, or caught i in view; 

Bey ond my Gyhtahe prey's ſecure: 

The hound is flow. but always ſure. 

| And had I his ſagaci ious ſcent, 

| Jove ne“ er had heard my diſcontent. 

| The Lion crav'd the Fox's art:; 


| 5 The Fox, the Lion's force and heart. 
| The Cock implor'd the Pigeon's flight, 
Whoſe wings were r ſtrong and light; 


The Pigeon firength of wing deſpis'd, 
And the Cock's — — 
The Fiſhes wiſh'd to graze the plain; 
The beaſts, to ſkim beneath the main : 
Thus, envious of another's late, | 
Each blam'd the partial hand of Fate. 
The bird of heav'n then cry'd aloud, 
Jove bids diſperſe the murm'ring croud; 
The God rejects your idle pray rs. 
Would ye, rebellious mutineers, 
Entirely change your name and nature, 
And be the very envy'd creature? 
What, ſilent all and none conſent ! 

Be happy then, and learn content: 
Nor imitate the reſtleſs mind, 

And proud ambition of mankind, _ 


it. 


De pid Boar and the Ram. 5 
3 Acer an ales a\Sheep was ty'd, | | 
The butcher's knife in blood was dy'd : | ; 


The patient flock, in ſilent fright, | 
From far beheld the horrid fight. + | F 
A ſavage Boar, who near them ſtood, | l 
Thus mock'd to ſcorn the fleecy brood. 5 
All cowards ſhould be ſerv'd like you. 
See, ſee, your murd'rer is in view: 
With purple hands, and reeking knife, 
He ſtrips the {kin yet warm with life. 
Your quarter'd ſires, your bleeding dams, + 
The dying bleat of harmleſs lambs, 1 
Call for revenge. O ſtupid race! 
The heart that wants revenge, is baſe. 
I grant an ancient Ram replies, 
We bear no terror in our eyes; 


FABLES, 


Yet think us not of ſoul fo tame, 

Which no re wrongs inflame ; 
Inſenſible of ev'ry ill, | 

Becauſe we want thy taſks to kill, 

Know, thoſe who violence purſue, 

Give to themſelves the vengeance due ; 
For in theſe maſſacres they find 

The two chief plagues that waſte mankind. : 
Our {kin ſupphes the wrangling bar, 

Ft wakes their ſtumb' ring fons to war; 
And well revenge may reft contented, 
Since drums and parchment were esta. 


The Miſer and Plutus. 


Tus wk was bigh, the window ſhakes, 
With ſudden ſtart the Miſer wakes; | 
Along the ſilent room he talks ; | 
Looks back, and trembles as he walks! 
Each lock and ev'ry bolt he tries, 
In ev'ry creek and corner pries, 
Then opes the chelt with treaſure flor'd, 
And flands in rapture o'er his hoard. 
But now with fudden qualms poſſeſt, 
He wrings bis hands, he beats his breaſt, 
By cooſcieace ſtung, he wildly ſtares; 
And thus his guilty foul declares : 

Had the deep earth her flores confin'd, 


This heart had known ſweet peace of mind, 


But virtue's fold, Good gods ! what price 
Can recompenſe the pangs of vice! 

O bane of good! ſeducing cheat! 

Can man, weak man, thy pow'r defeat? 
Gold bauiſh'd honour from the mind,. 

And only left the name hehind.: 
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Gold ſow'd the world with ev'ry ill; 
Gold taught the murd'rer's ſword to kill: 
Twas gold inſtructed coward: hearts, 
In treach'ry's more pernicious arts. 
Who can recount the miſchiefs o'er ? 
Virtue reſides on earth no more 

He ſpoke, and ſigh'd. In angry mood, 
Platus, * god, before him ſtood, 
The Miſer trembling, lock'd his cheſt ; 
The viſion frown'd and thus addreſt: 

Whence is this vile uograteful rant ? 
Each fordid raſesl's daily cant. 
Did I, baſe wretch, corrupt mankind ? 
The fault's in thy rapacious mind, 
Becauſe my bleſſings are abus'd, 
Muſt I be cenſur'd, curs'd, accus'd ; 
Ev'n virtue's ſelf by knaves is made 
A cloak to carry on the trade; - 
And pow'r, when lodg'd in their poſſeſſion, 
x3rows tyranny, and rank oppreſſion. 
Thus when the villain erams his cheſt, 
Gold is the canker of the breaſt ; 
Tis av'rice, inſolence, and pride, 
And ey'ry ſbocking vice beſide. 
But when to virtuous hands tis given, 
It bleſſes, like the dews of heav'n : 
Like heav'n, it hears the orphan's cries, 
And wipes the tears from widow's eyes; 
Their crimes on gold ſhall miſer's lay, 
Who pawn'd their ſordid ſouls for pay ? 
Let bravoes then (when blood is ſpilt) 
Upbraid the paſſive ſword with guilt. 


The Lion, the Fox, and the Geefes 


* 


Lion, tir'd with ſtate affairs, 
Quite ſick of pomp, and worn with cares, 
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Refolv'd (remote from noiſe and ſlrife) 


In peace to paſs his latter life. 


It was prociaim'd ; the day was ſct : 


Bcehold the gen'ral council met. 
The Fox was viceroy nam'd. The crowd 


To the new regent humbly bow'd. 
Wolves, Bears and mighty Tygers bend, 
And ſtrive who moſt ſhall condeſcend. 
He ſtrait aſſumes a ſolemn grace, 
Collefts his wiſdom in his face. 
The crowd admire his wit, his ſenſe : 
Each word bath weight and conſequence. 
The flatt'rer all his arts diſplays : 
He who hath pow'r, is ſure of praiſe, 
A Fox flept forth before the reſt, 
And thus the ſervile throng addreſt: 

How vaſt his talents born to rule, 
And train'd in virtue's honeſt ſchool ! 
What clemency his temper ſways! 
How uncorrupt are all his ways ! 
Beneath his conduct and command, 
Rapine ſhall ceaſe to waſte the land. 
His brain hath ſtratagem and art; 
Prudence and mercy rule his heart ; 
What bleſhngs mul attend the nation 
Under his good adminiſtration! 

He ſaid. A Gooſe, who diſtant ſtood, 


Harangu'd apart the cackling brood. 


Wherc'er I hear a knave commend, 
He bids me ſhun his worthy friend. 
What praiſe ! what mighty commendation ! 
But iwas a Fox who ſpoke th' oration, 
Foxes this government may prize, 

As gentle, plentiful and wiſe ; 

If they enjoy the ſweets, *tis plain 

We Geeſe mult feel a tyrant reign. 
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What havock now ſhall thin our race, 
When ev'ry petty clerk in place, 


To prove his taſte, and ſeem polite, 


Will feed on Geeſe both noon and night, 


The Lady and the Waſp. 


HAT whiſpers muſt the beauty bear ! 
What hourly nonſenſe haunts her ear! 
Where'er her eyes diſpenſe their charms, 
Impertinence around her ſwarms. 

Did not the tender nonſenſe ſtrike, 
Contempt and ſcorn might look diſlike ; 
Forbiding airs might thin the place, 

The ſlighteſt flap a fly can chaſe, 
But who can drive the num'rous breed 
Chaſe one, another will ſucceed. | 
Who knows a fool, muſt know his brother ; 
One fop will recommend another : 
And with this plague ſhe's rightly curſt, 
Becauſe ſhe liſtenꝰd to the firſt, 

As Doris, at her toilet's duty, 
Sat meditating on her beauty, 
She now was penſive, now was gay, 
And loll'd the ſultry hours away. 

As thus in indolence ſhe lies, - 
A giddy Waſp around her flies. 
He now advances, now retires, 
Now to her neck and cheek aſpires. 
Her fan in vain defends her charms ; 
Swift he return'd again alarms ; 
For by repulſe he bolder grew, 
Perch'd on her lip, and fipt the dew. 

She frowns, ſhe frets. Good gods ! ſhe crits, 
Protect me from theſe teazing flies | 
Of all the plagues that heav'n has ſent, 
A waſp 1s Lok impertinent. 


FABLES 


| The-hav'vieg inſe& thus e ind: 
Am I then lighted, ſcorn'd, difdain'd ? 
Can ſuch offence your anger wake? 
* Twas beauty caus d the bold miltake. 
Thoſe cherry lips that breathe. perfume, 
That check fo ripe with youthful bloom, 
Made me with ſtrong deſire purſue 
The faireſt peach that ever grew. 
Strike him not, Jenny, Doris cries, 
Nor murder Waſps like vulgar flies; 
For though he's free, (to do him right,) 
The creatute's civil and polite. 
In ecſlacies away he poſts; 
Where'er he came the favour boalls; 
70 how her ſweeteſt tea he ſips, 
ſbews the ſugar on his lips. 
* hint alarm'd the forward crew, 
Sure of ſucceſs, away they flew. ** 
They ſhare the dainties of the da, 
Round her with airy muſic pla; 
And now they flutter, now — 2 
Now ſoar and ſkim her 
Nor were = baniſh'd, till-ſhe found 
That waſps have ſlings, and-felt the wound, 


The Bulland the Maſi. 
4 you to train your fav'rite boy > | 


Each caution, ev'ry care emple | 
And e er you venture io — 


GY — his preceptor's heart betry'd : 


SP well his manners, life, and ſcope 3 ; 
eſe depends thy future hope. 
i * — a time, in peaceful reign, 
A bull enjoy d the flow'ry plain, 
A maſliff paſs d; inflam'd- with ire, 
His eye- balls ſhot indignant fire: 


He foam'd, he rag'd with thirſt- of blood, 
Spurning the ground the monarch ſtood, 

And roar'd aloud, Suſpend the fight ; 

In a whole ſkin go fleep to-night: 

Or tell me, e' er the battle rage, 

Wh hat' wrongs provoke chee to engage ? 

Js it ambition faces thy breaſt, 

Or avarice that neꝰer cao reſt d 

From theſe alone unjuſtly ſprings 

The world-deſtroying wrath of Kings. 
The ſurly Maſtiff thus returns: 

Within my boſom glory burns, 

Like heroes of eternal name, 

Whom poets ling, I fight for fame. 

The butcher's ipirit- ſtirring mind 

To daily war my youth inclin'd; 

He train'd me to heroic deed; 

Taught me to conquer, or to bleed. 
Curſt dog, the Bull reply'd, no more 

I wonder at thy thirſt of gore; {1 

For thou (beneatha buicher train'd, 

Whoſe hands with cruelty are ſtain'd, 

His daily murders in thy view) _. 

Muſt, like thy tutor, blood purſue, 

Take then thy fate, With goring wound, 

At once he lifts him from the ground; 

| Aloft the ſprawling hero flies: | 

Mangled he falls, he howls, and dies. 
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The Elephant and the Bookſeller. 
1 2 man who with undaunted toils 


Sails unknown ſeas to unknown ſoils, 
With various wonders feaſts his fight 
What ſtranger wonders does he write! 
We read, and in deſcription view 
Creatures which Adam never knew : 
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For, when we-riſk no contradiQtion, 
It prompts the tongue to deal in fiftion, 
Thoſe: things that ſtartle me or you, 
I grant are ſtrange; yet may be true. 
Who doubts that Elephants are found 
For ſcience and for fenſe renown'd P 
Borri records their ſtrength of parts, 
Extent of thought, and ſkill in arts; 
How they perform the law's decrees, _ 
And fave the ſtate the hangman's fees; 
And how by travel underſtand 
I be language of another land. 
Let thoſe who queſtion this report, 
To Pliny's ancient page reſort. 
How learn'd was that fagacious breed ? 
Who now (like them) the Greek can read 7 
As one of theſe, id days of yore, 

Rummag'd a ſhop of learning o'er; 
Not, like our modern dealers, minding 
Only the margin's breadth and binding; 
A book his curious eye det ins, 
Where, with exatteſt care and pains, 
Were ev'ry beaſt and bird portray d, 
That e'er the ſearch of man ſurvey'd ; 
Their natures and their pow'rs were writ, 
With all the pride of human wit. 
The page he with attention ſpread, 

And thus remark'd on wiat he read: 
- Man with ftrong reaſon is endow'd ; 
A beaſt ſcarce inſlintt is allow'd. 
But let this author's worth be try'd, 
Tis plain that neither was his guide. 
Can he diſcern che diffrent natures, 
And weigh the pow'r of other creatures, 
Who by the partial work hath ſhewn 
He knows ſo little of his owr. ? 
How falſely is the ſpaniel drawn ! 
Did man from him firſt learn to fawn ? 
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A dog proficient, in the trade! 

He, the chief flatt'rer nature made 

Go, Man, the ways of courts diſcern, 

You'll find a ſpaniel fill might learn. 

How can the fox's theft and plunder 

Provoke his cenſure or his wonder ? 

From courti er's tricks, and:lawyer's arts, 

The fox might well umprove his parts. 

The lion, wolf, and tyger's brood, 

He curſes for their thick. of blood: : 

But is not man to man. a prey ? 

Beaſts.kill, for hunger, men for pay. | 
The Bookſeller, who heard him ſpeak, 

And ſaw him turn a. page of Greek, 

Thought, what a genius have 1 found | 

Then thus addreſs'd, with bow profound: 
Learn'd Sir, if you'd employ your pen 

Againſt the ſenſeleſs ſons. of men, 

Or write the Hiſtory of Siam, 

No man is better pay than I am; 

Or, ſince you're learn'd in Greek, let's ſee 

Something againſt the Trinity. a 
When wrinkling with a ſneer his trunk, 

Friend, quoth the Elephant, you're drunk; 

E'en keep your money, and be wiſe : 

Leave man on man to criticiſe ; 

For that you ne'er can want a pen 

Among the ſenſeleſs ſons of men. 

They unprovok'd will court the fray ; 

Envy's a ſharper ſpur than pay. 

No author ever ſpar'd a brother ; 

Wits are gaine-cocks to one another. 


The Peacock, the Turkey, and the Gooſe. 


N beauty faults conſpicuous grow - 
The ſmalleſt ſpeck is ſeen on ſnow. 
U 
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As near a barn, by hupger led, 
A Peacock with the poultry fed ; 
All view'd him with an envious eye, 
And mock'd his gaudy pageantry ; 
He, conſcious of ſuperior merit, 
Contemns their baſe reviling ſpirit ; 
His flate and dignity aſſumes, 
And to the ſun diſplays his plumes ; | 
Which, like the heav'n o'er-arching ſkies, 
Are ſpangled with a thouſand eyes. 
The circhng rays, and vary'd light, 
At once confound their dazzled fight : © 
On ev'ry tongue detraction burns, 
And malice prompts their ſpleen by turns. 

Mark, with what inſolence and pride, 
The creature takes his haughty ſtride, 
The turkey cries. Can ſpleen contain; 
Sure never bird was half ſo vain! 

But were intrinſic merit ſeen, 

We Turkies have the whiter ſkin. 

From tongue to tongue they caught abuſe ; 
And next was heard the hiſſing Gooſe, 
What hideous legs! what filthy claws ! - 

I fcorn to cnſure little flaws. n 
Then what a horrid ſqualling throat! 

Ev'n owls are frighted at the note. 

True. Thoſe are faults, the Peacock cries 
My ſcream, my ſhanks you may deſpiſe : 
But ſuch vile critics rail in, vain : 

What, overlook my radiant train! 

Know, did my legs (your ſcorn and ſpo rt) 
The Turkey or the Gooſe ſupport, 

And did ye ſcream with harſher ſound, 
Thoſe faults in you had ne'er been found; 
To al! apparent beautics blind, 

Each blemiſh firikes an envious mind. 

Thus in aſſemblies have I ſeen 
A nymph of brighter charms and mien, 
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Wafte envy in each ugly face; 


And buzzing ſcandal fills the place, 


Cupid, Hymen, and Plutus. 
S Cupid in Cytherea's grove 
Employ'd the leſſer pow'rs of love; 
Some ſhape the bow, or fit the firing ; 
Some give the taper ſhaft its wing, 
Or turn the polith'd quiver's mould, 
Or head the darts with temper'd gold. 

Amidſt their toil and various care, 
Thus Hymen, with aſſuming air, 
Addreſs d the god : Thou purblind chit, 
Of awkward and ill-judging wit, 

If matches are not betier made, 

At once I muſt forſwear my trade. 
You ſend me ſuch ill- coupled folks, 
That 'tis a {hame to ſell them yokes. 
They ſquabble for a pin, a feather, 
bis wonder how they came together. 
The huſband's ſullen, dogged, ſhy, 
The wife grows Sag in reply ; 

He loves command and due reſtriction, 
And ſhe as well likes contradiction: 
She never flaviſhly ſubmits ; 

She'll have her will, or have her fits. 
He this way tugs, ſhe t'other draws 2 
The man grows jealous, and with cauſe. 
Nothing can ſave him but divorce ; 
And here the wife complies of courſe, 

When, ſays the Boy, had I to do 
Wich either your affairs or you r 
I never idly ſpend my darts ; 

You trade in mercenary hearts, 
For ſettlements the lawyer's feed ; 
Is my hand witneſs to the deed ? 
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If chey like cat arid dog apree, 
Go rail at Plutus, not at me. 

Plutus appear'd, Ard fuld, Tis true, 
In marriage goldis all their view: 
They ſeek not beauty, wit, or ſenſe; 
And love is ſeldom the pretence. 

All offer incenſe at my ſhrine, 
And I Alone the bargain ſigd. 
How can Belinda blame her fate ? 
She only alk'd a great eſt“e. 
Doris was rich enogh, tis true: 
Her lord muſt giYe her title too: 
And ev'ry man, or rich br poor, 
A fortune Alls, and aſks no more. 

Av'rice, Whatever ſhape it beats, 
Muſt ſtill dogs: e ts ny 
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Dhe Tame Stag. 


As. a young flag the thicket pal 
The branches — fla his antlers falt; 
A clown, who ſuw the captive” 
Acroſs the horns his'balter Hang, 
Now fafely hamper'd In the cord, 
He bore the preſent to his lord. 
His lord was pleas d; as Was the clown, 
When de was tipp'd with half a cron. 
The ſtag was brought before his wife; 
The tender lady begg'd his life. . 
How fleek's the [kin !how fpeck'd like ermine ! 
Sure never creature Was fo charming 
At firſt, within the yard confin'd, 
He flies ard hides from all markind; 
Now bolder grown, with Ard ume, 
And diſtant àwe, prefunies to gaze; 
Munches the linen on tlie lines, 


W 


e! 
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He ſteals my little maſtet's bread, 
Follows the fervams to be fed: 
Nearer ant neurer now be ſtands, 


I 0o feel the praife of patting hands: 


Examines ev'ry fiſt for meas, 

And though repuls'd, diſdains retreat: 

Attacks again wich tevell/a horns ; 

And man, Bat was lis terror. feorvs, 
Such 13s: the: country maiden's fright, 

When firſt u redet is in ſight; 

Behind the door the hidest her faee; 

Next time at · diſlanee eyes the kits, 

She now camallchis terrots Hendl, 

Nor from his q ueeze withdraws her hand. 

She plays famihar in his- arms, 

And ev'ryſoldier hathihis-charms, 

From tent to ten ſhe fpreads her flame ; 

For cuſtom Ws! wars ante. 
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The Monkey who had foow the Wa, 


A Monkey, to reform -thevtimee, 
Reſolv'd to viſit foreign climes'; 
Formen in diſtant regions roam, 


To being politer manners home. 


So forth he fares, all toil deties: 
Misfottune ſerves to makes us wife. 

At length _ 8 ſnare was laid; 
Poor P ught, to town conveysd; 


There ms (How ewvy'd was his doom, 
Made captive in a lady's room !) 
Proud as*atlover'of tis chains, 
He day: bycday her favour 


Whene'er the dut 3 | 
The toilet calls, with mimic 
He twirls her knen, he — =» . 00M 


Like any ther 'gentletnan. 


* 
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In viſits too his parts and wit, 
When jeſls grew dull, were ſure to hit. 


Proud with applauſe he thought his mind 


In ev'ry courily art refin'd ; 

Like Orpheus burnt with public zeal, 

To civilize the Monkey weal : | 

So watch'd occaſion, broke his chain, 

And ſought his native woods again. 
The hairy ſylvans round him preſs, 

Aﬀtomiſh'd at his ſtrut and dreſs. | 

Some praiſe his fleeve ; and others glote 

Upon his rich embroider'd coat ; 

His dapper perrywig commending, 

With the black tail behind depending; 

His powder'd back, above, below, 

Like hoary froſt, or fleecy ſno-w-r; 

But all with envy and deſire, 

His flutt'ring ſhoulder-knot admire. 
Hear and improve he pertly cries ; 


I to make a nation wiſe, 

Wit your own worth ; ſupport your place, 
The next ingank to human race. 

In cities long I paſt my days, 

Convers'd with men, and learn'd their ways, 
Their dreſs, their courtly manners ſee; 
Reform your ſtate and copy me. 

Seek ye to thrive ? in flatt'ry deal; 

Your ſcorn, your hate, with that conceal. 
Seem only to regard your friends, L 
But uſe them for your private ends, 

Stint not to truth the flow of wit ; 

Be prompt to lie whene'er tis fit; 

Bend all your force to ſpatter merit ; 
Scandal is converſation's ſpirit. 

Boldly to ev'ry thing pretend, 

And men your talents ſhall commend. 

I knew the great, Obſerve me right ; 

So ſhall you grow like man polite, 
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He ſpoke and bow'd. With mutt'ring jaws 


The wond'ring circle grinn'd applauſe, 
And fond to copy human ways, 
Praftiſe new miſchiefs all their days. 
Thus the dull lad, too tall for ſchool, 
With travel finiſhes the fool ; 
Studious of ev'ry coxcomb's airs, 
He drinks, games, dreſſes, whores, and ſwears ; 
O'erlooks with ſcorn all virtuous arts, 
For vice 1s fitted to his parts. 


* FI * 
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The Philoſopher and the Pheaſants. 


HE. Sage, awak'd at early day, 
Thro' the deep foreſt took his way: 
Drawn by the muſic of the groves, 
Along the winding gloom he roves : 
From tree to tree the warbling throata 
Prolong the ſweet alternate notes. 

But where he paſt he terror thfew, 
The ſong broke ſhort, the warblers flew ; 
The thruſhes chatter'd with affright, 
And nightingales abhor'd his ſight; 
All animals before him ran, 
To ſhun the hateful fight of man. 
Whence is this dread of ev'ry creature 
Fly they our figure, or our nature ? 
As thus he walk'd in muſing thought, 
His ear imperfett accents caught: 
With cautious lep he nearer drew, 
By the thick ſhade conceal'd from view. 
High on a branch a Pheaſant flood, 
Around her all her lining brood ; 
Proud of the bleſſings of her neſt, 
She thus a mother's care expteſt: 
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Na dangers. here ſhall cirqumvent, 
Within:the woods enjoy contant. 
Sooner the hawh or vultute truſt, 
Than map. ; of animalz —_ 

In him, ingrautuge you 
A vice peculiar to the kind. 
The ſheep, whoſe annual fleexe is dy d, 
Ta —_ his health, and ſerve his pride, 
Forc'd from bis fold and native plain, 

Is in the cruel ſhambles ſlain. 

The ſwarms, who with induſtrious {kill, 
His hives with wax and honey fall, 

In vain whole ſummer days employ'd, 
Their ſlores ae fold, their . d 
What tribute from the gooſe is paid! 
Does not her wing all ſcience aid? 
Does it not lovers hearts explain, 
And drudge to raiſe the merchant's gain ? 
What now rewards.this gen' ral uſe ? 

He takes the quills, and eats the gooſe, 
Man then avoid, dateſt his ways; 

So ſafety ſhall. prolong your days. 
When ſerviges axe thus acquitted, 

Be ſure we-Pheaſants muſt be ſpitted. 


The Pin and the Needle. 


PIN wha long bad ſerv'd a beauty, 
Proficient in the toilet's duty. 
Had form'd her ſleeve, conkin'd her hair, 
Or giv'n her knot a ſmarter air. 
Now neareſt to her heart was plac'd. 
Now in ker mantua's tail diſgrac'd ; 
But could ſhe partial fortune blame, 
Who ſaw her layers ſerv'd the ſame ! 
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At length from all her honours caft, 
Through various turns of life the paſt ; 
Now glitt'ring on a taytor's,arm ; 

Now kept a beggar's infant warm; 
Now, rang'd within a miſer's coat, 
Contributes to his yeariy groat ; 

Now, rais'd again from low reproach, 
She viſits in the doctor's coach; 

Here, there, by various fortune toſt, 
At laſt in Greſham- hall was loft, 
Charm'd with the wonders of the ſhow. 
On ev'ry fide, above, below, | 
She now of this or that enquires, 
What leaſt was underſtood admires. | 
*Tis plain, each thing ſo ſtruck her mind, 
Her head's of virtuoſo kind. 

Aud pray what's this, and this, dear fir ? 
A Needle, ſays th' interpreter, 

She knew the name. And thus the foel 
Addreis'd her as a taylor's tool, 

A needle with that filthy ſtone, 

Quite idle, all with ruſt o%ergrown ! 
You better might employ your parts, 
And aid the feamftreſs in her arts. 

But tell me how the friend{hip grew 
Between that paltry flint and you. 

Friend, ſays the Needle, ceaſe to blame; 
I follow real worth and fame. 
Know'ſt thou the loadſtone's pow'r and art, 
That virtue virtues can impart ? 

Of all his talents I partake, 

Who then can ſuck a friend forſake ? 
*Tis I direct the pilot's hand 

To ſhun the rocks and treach'rous ſand : 
By me the diſtant world is known, 
And either India is our own, 
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Had I with milliners been bredl, 
What had I been ? the guide of thread, 
And drudg' as vulgar Needles do, 
Of no more conſequence than von. 


The Shepherd's Dog and tle roll,. 


A Wolf, with hunger * and bold, 
Rav ag'd *y plains, and thinn'd che fold: 
Deep in che wood ſecure he la, 
The thefts of night regal'd the day. 
In vain the Shepherd's wakeful care 
Had ſpread the = and watch'd the ne 
In vain the Dog purſu'd his pace, 


The fleeter robber mock'd the chace. 


As Lightſoot rang'd the foreſt round, 1 


By chance bis foe's retreat he found. 


Let us a while the war ſuſpend, 


And reaſon as from friend to friend. 


A truce ? replies the Wolf. Tis done. 
The Dog the parley thus begun: 

How on that ſlrong intrepid mind 
Attack a weak defenceleſs kind? 
Thoſe jaws ſhould prey on nobler food, 
And drink the boar's and lion's blood. 
Great ſouls with gen'rous pity melt, 
Which coward tyrants never felt, 

How harmleſs 1s our fleecy care ! 


Be brave, and let thy mercy ſpare, © 


Friend, ſays the Wolf, the maiter weigh; 
Nature deſign'd us beaſts of prey: 
As ſuch, when hunger finds a treat, 
*Tis neceſſary Wolves ſhould eat. 


If mindfal of the bleating weal, 


Thy boſom burn with real . 


Henke and thy tyrant lord beſnerh, 
To him repeat the moving ſpeech ; 
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A Wolf eats ſheep but now and then, 
Ten thouſands are devour'd by men. 


An open foe may prove a'cupſe, 
But a pretended friend is wot” | 


Aka 


The Painter who pleaſed Nobody and every Body. 


EST men ſuſpe& your tale untrue, - 
Keep probability in viex. 
The trav*ller leaping o'er thoſe: bounds, 
The credit of his book con ſounds. 
Whe with his tongue hath armies routed, 
Makes ev'n his real courage doubted ; 
But flatt'ry never ſeems abſurd ; * 
The flatter'd always takes your word: 
Impoſſibilities ſeem juſt; as Hatz 
They take the ſtrongeſt praiſe on truſt, 
Hyperboles, though ne'er ſo great, 
Will ſtill come ſhort of ſelf. conceit. 

So very like a Painter drew, . 
That ev'ry eye the picture knew 5 
He hit complexion, feature, air, 
So juſt, the life itſelf was there. 
No flatt'ry with his colours laid, 
No bloom reſtor'd the faded maid ; 
He gave each muſcle all its ſtrength ; 
The. mouth, the chin, the noſe's length. 
His honeſt pencil touch'd with truth, 
And marked the date of age and youth, 
He loſt his friends, his — * fail'd ; 
Truth ſhould not always be reveal'd ; 
In duſty. piles his pictures lay, 
For no one ſent the ſecond pay. 
Two buſtos, fraught with ev'ry grace, 
A Venus and Apollo's face, 
He plac'd in view, reſolv'd to pleaſe, 
Whoever fat, he drew from theſe ; 
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From theſe correQed ev 'ry feature, 
And ſpirited each awkward creature. 
All things were ſet ; the hour Was come, 
His pallet ready oder his thumb, 
My Lord appear d and ſeated night 
In proper attitude and light, | 
The Painter look'd he ſketch'd * piece, 
Then dipt his pencil talk'd of Greece, 
Of Titi $tints, of Guido's air: 
Thoſe eyes, my Lord, the ſpirit there 
Might well a Raphael's hand require, 
To give them all the native ire: 
The features fraught with ſenſe arid wit, 
You'll grant are very hard to hit; 
But yet with patience you {hall view 
As much as paint and att can do. 
Obſerve the work. My Lord teply'd,. 
Till now I thought my mouth was wide ; 
Beſides, my noſe is ſomewhat long; 
Dear Sir, for me, tis far too young. 
Oh! pardon me, the artiſt cry d, 
In this we Painters muſt decide. 
The piece ev'n common eyes muſi irike; 
I warrant it extremely ke. 
My Lordexamin'd it a- new; 
No looking glaſs ſeem'd half ſo true. 
A lady came; with borrowid grace, 
He from his Venus form'd her fate. 
Her lover priis'd-the Painter's art ; 
So like the picture in his heart! 
To ev'ty age ſome charm he lent: 
Ev'n beauties were almoſt content. 
Thro' all the town his art they prain'd ; 
His cuſtom grew, his price was rais'd. 
Had he the real likeneſs ſhewn, 
Would any man the picture own ? 
But when thus ly he wrought, 
Each found the edel in his thought, 


FABLES, 
The Lion andthe Cub. 


How fond are men of rule and: place, 

' Who court it from che mean and baſe ! 

Theſe cannot bear an equal mgh, 

But from ſuperior A. fly. 

They love the cellar's vulgar joke, 

And loſe their hours in ale and ſmoke, 

There oer ſome petty club era 

So poor, fo paltry is their pride 

Nay, e'en with fools whole nights wall bi, 

In hopes to be ſupreme in wit. 0 

If theſe can read, to theſe 1 write, 

To ſet their worth in erueſt light, 

A Lion-cub of ſordid mind, 

Avoided all the lion kind ; 

Fond of applauſe, he fought the feafts 

Of vulgar and ignoble e beafts; 

With aſſes all his time he ſpent, 

Their club's perpetual preſident. 

He caught their manners, looks, and ain: 

An aſs in ev'ry thing but ears | 

If e'er his ak neſs meant a joke, 

They grinn'd applauſe before he ſpoke 

But at _— word what ſhouts of praiſe 

Good gods ! how natural he bravs'! 
Elate with flatFry and coneeit, 

He ſeeks his royal ſire's retreat; 

Forward and fond to ſhew his parts, 

His higbneſs brays; the Lion Narts. 
Puppy, that cum d- vociferation 

Betrays thy life and converſation: 

Coxcombs an ever noiſy race, 

Are:tru of their own diſgrace. 
Why ſo ſevere the Cub'rephes '; 

Our fenate always held me wife. 


[ 
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How weak is pride ! returns the fire 


All fools are vain, when fools admire! 


But know what ſtupid aſſes prize, 


Lions and noble beaſts deſpiſe. 


The - Ola Hen and the RY 


Reman your child; you'll ſcon believe 
The text which ſays, we rung from Exe. 
As an old Hen led forth her train, 
And ſeem d to peck to ſhew the grain: 
She rak'd the chaff, ſhe ſcrach'd the VA 
And glean'd the ſpacious yard around. J 
A giddy chick to try her wings, 
On the well's narrow margin ſprings, 
And prone ſhe drops. ns — breaſt 
All day with ſorrow was | 
A Cock ſhe met, her faq knew ; 
And in her heart affefiion.grew. > 
My ſon, ſays ſhe, I grant your years 
Haye reach'd bey 1 a mother's cares. 
I fee you, vig' 4 ſtrong and bod; 


1 hear with joy your triumphs told. 


Tis not from cocks thy fate I dread : 
But let thy ever-wary tread | 
Avoid yon well, that fatal place 
Is ſure perdiuon to our race, 
Print this my council on thy breaſt; 
To the juſt gods I leave the reſt. 
He thank'd her care ; yet day by day 
His boſom burn'd to diſobey ; 
And ev'ry time the well be ſaw, 


' Scorn'd in his heart the fooliſh law , 


Near and more near each day he drew,, 
And long'd to try the dang'rous view. 

Why was this idle charge he cries: 
Let courage female fears deſpiſe. 
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Or did ſhe doubt my heart was brave, 
And therefore this injunction gave? 
Or does her harveit ſtore the place, 
A treaſure for her younger race; | 
And would the tbus my ſearch prevent? 
I ftand refolv'd, and dare th' event. | 
Tus ſaid, he mounts the margin's round. 
And pries into the depth profound. 
He Aretch'd his neck; and from below, 
Wich ſtretching neck, advanc'd a foe: 
Wich wrath his ruffled plumes he rears, 
The foe with ruffled plumes appears: 
Threat anſwer' d threat, his fury grew, 
Headlong to meet the war he flew. 
But when the wat'ry death he found, 
He thus lamented as he drown'd : 
I ne'er had been in this condition, 
But for my mother's prohibition. 


The Rat-catcher and the Cats. 
Lun Rats by night ſuch miſchief did, 


Betty was ev'ry morning chid : | 

They undermin'd whole ſides of bacon, 
Her cheeſe was ſapp'd, her tarts were taken, 
Her paſties, fenc'd with thickeſt paſte, - 
Were all demoliſh'd and laid with. 

She curs'd the Cat for want of duty, 

Who left her foes a conſtant booty. 

An Engineer, of noted ſkill, 

Engag'd to ſtop the growing ill. 

From room to room he now ſurveys - 
Their haunts, their works, their ſecret ways; 
Finds where they *ſcape an ambuſcade, 

And whence the nightly ſally's made. 

An envious Cat, from place to place, 

Unſeen, attends his ſilent pace, 
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She ſaw, that if his trade went on, 
The purriag race mult be undone ; 
So, ſecreily removes his baits, 
And ev'ry liratagern defeats... - 

"Again he ſets the poifon'd toils, 
And Puſs again the labour foils, - 
WV mat foe (to fruſtrate my deſigns) 
My ſchemes thus nightly countetmines a 
Iocens'd, be cries, This very hour 
The -wretch ſhall bleed beneath my — 

So ſaid. A pondrous trap he broyght, 
And is the fatt poor Piſs was caught. 

Smugglet, ſays he, thou ſhalt be made 
A victim to our "ol of trade, 

The captive Cat, with piteous mews, 
For pardon, life, and fr ſues. 
A ſiſter of the ſcience ſpare; 

One int'reſt is our common care. 

What inſolence I che man reply * 
Shall Cats with us the game divide 
Were all your interloping band 
Extinguiſh'd, or expell'd the land, 

We Rat- catchers might raiſe our fees, 
Sole guardians of a nation's cheeſe 

A Cat who ſaw the lifted knife, 
Thus ſrobe, and ſav'd her ſiſter's life. 

In ev'ry and clime we ſee, 
Two of a trade can ne'er e. 

Each hates his neighbour for encroaching; 

Squire ſtigmatizes ſquire for poaching; 

. wh 33 are in arms, a 

And ſcandal pelts each other's charms; 

Kings too their neigbour kings dethrone, 

In hope to make the world their own. 

But let us limit our deſires: 

Nor war like beauties, kinks and quires ; 3 

For though we both one prey purſue. 
There's game enough for us and vou. 
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The Goat without a Beard. 


IS certain that the modiſh paſſions 
Deſcend among the crowd, like faſhions, 
Excuſe me then; if pride, conceit, 

(The manners of the fair and great,) 

] give to monkeys, aſſes, dogs, 

Fleas, owls, goats, butterflies, and hogs. 

I fay that theſe are proud. What then? 

I never ſaid they equal men. | | 

A Goat (as vain as Goat can be) | 

Aﬀedted ſingularity. SITY 

Whene'er a thymy bank he found, 4 

He roll'd upon the fragrant ground; 

And then with fond attention ſtood, 

Fix'd, o“ er his image in the flood. 
I hate my frowzy beard, he cries; 

My youth is loſt in this diſguiſe. 

Did not the females know my vigour, 

Well might they loathe this reverend figure. 
Reſolv'd to ſmooth his ſhaggy face, 

He ſought the barber of the place. | 

A flippant monkey ſpruce and ſmart, k 

| Hard by, profeſs'd the dapper art, 

His by. with pewter baſons hung, 38 

Black rotten teeth in order ſtrung, 1 

Rang'd cups, that in the window ſtood, 

Lin'd with red rags, to look like blood, 

Did well his threefold trade explain, 

Who ſhav'd, drew teeth, and breath'd a vein, 
The Goat he welcomes with an air, _ 

And feats him in his wooden chair: 

Mouth, noſe, and cheek, the lather hides : 

Light, ſmooth, and ſwift, the razor glides, 
I hope your cuſtom, fir, ſays Pug ; 

Sure never face was half ſo ſmug, 
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The Goat, impatient for applauſe, 

Swift to the neighb'ring hill withdraws t 

The ſhaggy people grinn'd ard Rar'd. 

Heigbday ! what's here, ? without a beard ! 

Say, brother, whence the dire difprace ? 

What envious hand hath robb'd you; face? 
When thus the fop, with {miles of ſcorn : 

Are beards by civil nations worn ? 

Ev'n Muſcovites have mow'd their chins. 

Shall we, like formal Capuchins, 

Stubborn in pride, retain the mode, 

And bear about the hairy load ? . 

When'er we through 1 village ſtray, 

Are we not mock'd along the way; 

Inſulted with load ſhouts of ſcorn, 

By boys our beards diſgrac'd and torn ? 
Were you no mere with Goats to dwell, 

Brother, I grant you reaſon well, 

Replies a bearded chief. Beſide, 

If boys can mortify thy pride . 

How wilt thou ſtand the ridicule 

Of our whole flock ? affected fool! 

Coxcombs, diſtinguiſh'd from the reſt, 

To all but coxcombs are a jeſt. 


The old Woman and her Cats. 


\ ' HO friendſhip with a knave hath made, 
Ts judg'd a partner in the trade. 

The matron, who condutts abroad, 

A willing nymph is thought a bawd ; 
And if a modeſt girl is ſeen 

With one who cures a lover's ſpleen, 
We guels her not extremely nice, 
And only wiſh to know her price, 
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"Tis thus hat on the choice of friends 
Our good or evil name depends. 
A wrinkled Hag, of wicked fame, 
Beſide a lutle ſmoky flame 
Sat hov'ring, pinch'd with age and froft ; 
Her ſhrivell'd hands with veins embols'd, 
Upon her knees her weight ſuſtains, _ 
While palſy ſhook her crazy brains: 
She mumbles forth her backward pray'rs, 
An untam'd ſcold of fourſcore years. 
About her ſwarm'd a num*cous brood 
Of Cats, who lank with hunger mew'd. | 
Teaz'd with their cries, her choler grew. 
And thus ſhe ſputter'd : Hence, ye crew; 
Fool that 1 was to entertain 
Such imps. ſuch fiends—a helliſh train! 
Had ye been never hous'd and nurs'd, 
I for a witch, had ne'er been curs'd. 
To you, I owe, that crowds of boys 
Worry me with eternal noiſe ; 
Straws laid acroſs, my pace retard, 
The horſe-ſhoe's nail'd, (each threſhold's guard, 
The ſtunted broom the wenches hide, 
For fear that I ſhould up and ride; 
. They ſtick with pins my bleeding ſeat, 
And bid me ſhew my ſecret teat. | 
To hear vou prate would vex a ſalnt; 
Who hath moſt reaſon of complaint ? 
Replies a cat. Let's come to proof. 
Had we ne'er flarv'd beneath your roof, 
We had, like others of our race, 
In credit liv'd as beaſts of chace. 
*Tis infamy to ſerve a Hag : 
Cats are thought imps, her broom a nag 
And boys againſt our lives combine, 
Becauſe, 'tis ſaid, your cats haye nine. 
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The Butterfly and the Snail, 
Act upſlarts inſolent in place, 


Remind us of their vulgar race. 

As in the ſunſhine of the morn, 

A Butterfly (but newly born) 
Sat proudly perking on a role ; 
7 With pert conceit his boſom glows ; 

His wings, (all glorious to behold, ) 
Bedropt with azure, jet and gold, 
Wide he diſplays ; the ſpangled dew 
RefleQts his eyes and various hue, 

His now forgotten friend a Snail, 
Beneath his houſe, with {limy trail 
Crawls o'er the graſs ; whom when he ſpies, 
In wrath he to the gard'ner cries : | 

What means yon peaſant's daily toil, - 
From choaking weeds to rid the ſoil ? 
Why wake you to the morning's care ? 
Why with new arts corre the year ? 
Why glows the peach with crimſon hue 
And why the plumbs inviting blue? 
Were they to feaſt his taſte deſign'd, 
That vermin of voracious kind ? 

Cruſh then the ſlow, the pilf'ring race; 
So purge thy garden from diſgrace. 

What arrogance ! the Snail reply'd , 
How4nſolent is upſtart pride! 

Hadſt thou not thus with inſult vain, . 
Provok'd my patience to complain, 

I had conceal'd thy meaner birth, 

Nor trac'd thee to the ſcum of earth. 

For ſcarce nine ſuns have wak'd the hours, 
To ſwell the fruit and paint the flow'rs, 
Since I thy humbler life ſurvey'd, 

In baſe and ſordid guiſe array'd ; 

A hideous inſet, vile, unclean, 

You dragg'd a {low and noiſome train; 
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And from your ſpider-bowels drew 
Foul film, and ſpun the dirty clue, 

I own my humble life, good friend ; 
Snail was I born, and {nail ſhall end, 
And what's a Butterfly ? At beſt, 
He's but a Caterpillar dreſt | 
And all thy bak, num'rous ſeed) 
Shall prove of Caterpillar breed, 


A— A—— 


The Scoid and the Parrot. 
A huſband thus reprov'd his wife ; 
Who deals in {lander, lives in ſtrife: 

Art thou the herald of diſgrace, 
Denouncing war to all :hy race ? 

Can nothing quell thy thunder's rage, 
Which ſpares no friend, nor ſex nor age ? 
That vixen tongue of your's, my dear, 
Alarms our neighbours far and near, 

Good gods ! *tis like a rolling river, 

That murm'ring flows, and flows for ever ! 
Ne'er tir,d, perpetual diſcord ſowing ! 

Like fame, it gathers ſtrength by going. 

Heighday ! the flippant tongue replies, 
How ſolemn is the fool! how wiſe! 
Is nature's choiceſt gift debarr'd ? 
Nay, frown not; for I will be heard. 
Women of late are finely ridden, 
A. parrot's privilege forbidden! 
You praiſe his talk, his ſqualling ſong 
But wives are always in the wrong. 

Now reputation fled in pieces 
Of mother's daughters, aun:s, and nieces ; 
She ran the. Parrot's language o'er, 


Bawd, huſſey, drunkard, flattern, whore; 
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On all the ſex ſhe vents her fary, 


Tries and condemns without a juty. 
At once the torrent of her words 
Alarm'd cat, monkey, dogs and birds : 


All join their forces to confound her; 


Puſs ſpits, the monkey chatters round her; 
The yelping cur her heels aſſaults; 
The magpie blabs out all her faults ; 


Poll, in the uproar from her cage, 


With this rebuke out-ſcream'd her rage : 
A Parrot is for talking priz'd, | 
But pratiling women are deſpis'd. 

She who attacks another's honour, 


Draws ev'ry living thing upon her, 


Think, madam, when you firetch your lungs, 
That all your neighbours too have tongues, 
One ſlander muſt ten thouſand get, 


The world with int'reſt pays the debt. 


The Cur and the Maſtiff. * 


A Sneakivg Cur, the maſter's ſpy, 
Rewarded for his daily lie, 
With ſecret jealouſies and fears 


5 Set all together by the ears. 


Poor puſs to-day was in diſgrace, 
Another cat ſupply'd her place: 
The hound was beat, the Maſtiff chid, 
The monkey was the room forbid; a 
Each to his deareſt friend grew ſhy, 
And none cculd tell the reaſon why. 
A plan to rob the houſe was laid. 
The thief with love ſeduc'd the maid, 
Cajol'd the Cur, and ſtrok'd his head, 
And bought his ſecrecy with bread, 
He next the Maſtiff's honour try'd, 
Whoſe honeſt jaws the bribe def) d, 
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He ftretch'd his hard to proffer more; 
The furly dug uis fingers tore. 
Swift ran ine Cur ; with indignation 

The maſter too; his information, 
Hang him, the villain's curs'd, he cries, 
Aud round his n-2k the halter ties. 
The dog his humble ſuit preſerr'd, 
And begg'd in juſlice to be heard. 
The maſter fat, On either hand 
The cited dogs confronting fland ; 
The cur the bloody tale relates, 
And, like a lawyer, aggravates, — 
Judge not unheard, the Maſtiff ery'd, 
But weigh the cauſe of either ſide. 
Think not that treach'ry can be juſt, 
Take not infor ners“ words on truſt. 
They ope' their hand to ev'ry pay, 
And you and me by turns betray. 
He ſpoke. And all the truth appear'd. 
The Cur was hang'd the maſtiff clear'd. 


The Sick man and the Angel. 
Is there no hope ? the ſick Man ſaid. 


The filent doctor ſhook his head, 


And took his leave with ſigns of ſorrow, 
Deſpairing of his fee to-morrow, = 
When thus the man, with gaſping breath. 
I feel the chilling wound of death: 

Since I muſt bid the world adieu, 

Let me my former life review. 


I grant, my bargains well were made, 
But all men over reach in trade ; 


"Tis ſelf-defence in each profeſſion. 
Sure ſelf-defence is no tranſgreſſion d 
The little portion in my dn 


By good ſecurity on lands, 


| 
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Is well encreas'd, If unwares, 

My juſtice to myſelf and heirs, 

Hach let my debtor rot in jail, = 

For want of good ſufſicient bail, 

If I by writ, or bond, ordeed, 

Reduc'd a family to need. 

My will hath made the world amends ; 

My hope on charity depends. 

When I am number'd wich the dead, 

And all my pious gifts are read, cn 
By heav'n and Earth *twill then be known, 
My charities Wefe * ſhewn. - __ 

An Angel kame. Ah friend! he ery'd, 

No more in flatt' fing hope confide. 3 
Can thy good deeds in former times 

Outweigh the balance of thy crimes 
What widow or what orphan prays 

To, crown thy life with length of days ? 

A 8 aRion's in thy pow'r, 
Embrace with joy che happy hour; 

Now, While you draw the vital air, 

Prove ydur intention is ſincere; 

This inſtant give an hundred pound; 

Your neighbours want, and vou abound, 
But why ſuch haſte ? che ſick Man whines, 
Who knows as yet what heav'n deſigns ? 
Perhaps I may. recover ſtill. 

That fum and more are in my will, 

Fool, ſays the viſion, now tis plain, 

Your life, your ſou], your heav'n, was gain. 
From ev'ry fide, with all your might, 


— 


You ſcrap'd, and ſcrap'd beyond your right; 


And after death would fain atone, 
By giving what is not your own, RE 
While chere is Hfe, there's hope, he cry'd, 

Then why ſuth haſte? fo groan'd 5 0 d. 
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The Perf an, the Sun, and the Cloud. | 


I; there a bard whom genius fires, | 
- Whoſe ev 'ry thought the God inſpires p 
When env; reads the nervous lines, 
She frets, {he rails; ſhe raves, ſhe pines; 
Her hiſpng ſnakes with venom {well ; 
She calls her venal train from Hell; 
The ſerviie ſiends her nod obey, 
And all Curl's authors are jn pay. 
Fame calls up calumny and ſpuc, 
Thus ſhadow owes its birth to light. 
As proſtrate to the god of day, 
With heart devout a Perſian lay, 
His invocation thus begun; 
Parent of light, all-ſeeing Sun, 
Prolthe. beam, whoſe rays diſpenſe 
The various giſts of providence, 
Accept our praiſe, our daily prayer 
Smile on our fields, and bleſs the year. 
A Cloud, who mock'd his grateful tongue, 
The day with ſudden darkneſs hung 
With pride and envy ſwell'd, aloud | 
A voice thus thunder'd from che Cloud ; 
* Weak is this gaudy god of thine, 
Whom'I at will forbid to ſhine. : 
Shall I nor VOWS, nor incenſe know ? 
Where praiſe is due, the praiſe beſtow. 
With. fervent zeal the Perfian mov'd, 
Thus the proud calumny reprov'd : 
It was that God, who claims my prayer, 
Who gaye thee birth, and rais'd thee there: 
When o'er his . 5 the veil is throw, 
Thy ſubſtance is but plainer ſhewn. rap 
A paſlin gale, a. puff of wind, 105 
on thy thickeſt troops « combin d. 3 
W 10. 


, 4E 


- A -: 


4 


we — 


—_— — 
* » Z * — 


— — + 


Of 4 — — 


* — oo_— 


— r — 


& MS 


42 


AAL. 


The gale aroſe; the vapour toſt 
(The ſport of winds) in air was loſt 3 


- 


The glorious orb the day refines. 


Thus envy breaks, thus merit ſhines, 


The Fox at the Paint of Death. 
A Fox, in life's extreme decay, | 


Weak, fick, and faint, expiring lay; 


All appetite had left bis ma wm. 
And age difarm'd dis miunbling jaw. 
His num'reus race around him fland 
To learn their dy ing fire's command : 
He rais'd his head with whining moan, 
And thus was heard the fecble tone : 
Ah, ſons ! from evil ways depart : 
My crimes lie heavy on my Heart, 
See, ſee, the murder'd 21 appear! 
Why are thoſe bleeding turkeys there ? 
Why all around this cackling train, 


Who haunt my ears for chickens ſlain ? 


The hungry Foxes round them ſtar'd, 
And for the promus'd fealt prepar'd, 

Where, Sir, is all this dainty cheer ? 
Nor turkey, gooſe, nor hen is . here. 
Theſe are the phantoms of your brain, 
And your ſons lick their lips in vain. 

O gtuttons ! ſays the d rooping fire, 
Refirain inordinate deſire. 
Your'l:q'riſh taſte you ſhall deplore, 


When peace of conſcience 1s no more, 


Does not the hound betray our pace, 


And gins and guns deſtroy our race ? 
Thieves dread the ſearching eye of pow'r, 
And never feel the quiet hour. 

Old age (which few of us ſhall know) 
Now puts a period to my woe, 


Would you true happineſs attain. 
Let honeſty your paſſions rein; 
So live in cred it and eſteem, 
And the good name you loſt, redeem. 
The counſel's good, a Fox replies, 

Could we perform what you adviſe, 
Think what our anceſtors have done ; 
A line of thieves from ſon to ſon; 
To us deſcends the long diſgrace, 
And infamy hath mark'd our race. 
Tho? we, Hike harmleſs ſheep, ſhould feed, 
Honeſt in thought, in word, and deed : | 
Whatever hen-rooſt is decreas'd 
We ſhall be thought to ſhare the feaſt. 
The change ſhall never be believ'd, 
A loſt good name is ne'er retriev'd. 
Nay, then, replies the feeble Fox, 

(But hark! I hear a hen that clucks,) 
Go, but be mod*rate in your food; 
A chicken too might do me good, 


The Setting-dog and the Partridge. 


HE ranging Dog the ſtubble tries, | 

And ſearches ev'ry breeze that flies; 
The ſcent grows warm; with cautious fear 
He creeps, and points the covev near ; 
The men in filence far behind, 
Conſcious of game, the net unbind. 

A Partridge with experience wiſe, 
The fraudful preparation ſpies ; 
She mocks their toils, alæms her brood ; 
The covey ſprings, and ſeeks the wood 
But ere her certain wing ſhe tries, 
Thus to the creeping Spaniel cries: 
Thou fawning ſlave to man's deceit, 


Thou pimp of luxury, ſneaking cheat, 


+ FABLES, 


Of hy whole ſpecies thou diſgrace, | 
Dogs hall diſown thee of heir race! , 
For if I judge their native parts, 
They're born with open honelt heart; 
And, ere they ſery'd man's wicked. — ; 
Were gen'rous foes. or real friends. 1 
When thus che Dog with ſcoroful Tad 

Secure of wing, thou dar'ſt revile. 
Clowns are to poliſh'd manners blind ; 
How ign' rant is the rullie mind 
My worth ſagacious courtiets ſee, 
And-to preferment riſe, bke me. 
The chriving piup, who beauty ſets, 
Hath oft enhanc'd à nation's. debis: : 
Friend ſers his friend, without regard; 

And miniſters his kill reward : 

Thus train'd by man, 1 learn bis ways, 
Ald growing favour feaſts my days. 

I might have gueſt, the Patridge faid, 

The place where you Were train'd Land of”: 
Servants are apt, and in a ttice 
Ape to a hair their malter's vice. 
You came from court, you ih. Adieu, 


Sh he ſad, aid tothe Agger lex. . 


The U e n . 


A Rake, by ev 1 paſlion cul' d. 
Wich ev'ry vice his er had cool d 


Diſeaſe his tainted bleed aſſails; 

His ſpiri s Eroup, bis vigour . : 

With ecret lis at hoane the pines 

And, like inhem old age, decli: a a | 
As twing'd with pain, he peuſive lis, 1 

And raves, and pra) s, and 4wears, by nis; 

A grailly Phantom lcan aud wan, 

Pevce ki ilc; cud nas * an;: 1 


1 
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My name perhaps hath reach'd your ear: 
Attend, and be advis'd by Care. | 
Nor love, not honour, wealth, nor pow'r, 
Cav give the heart a cheerful hone; 
When health is loſt. Be timely wiſe : 
With health all taſte of pleaſure flies. 

Thus ſaid, the phantom diſappears. 

The wary cial wak'd his fears; 
He now from all exceſs abſtains, 
With phy fic purifies his veins ; 
And, io procure a ſober life, 
Reſolves to venture on a wife, 

But now again the Sprite aſcends, 
Where'er he walks his car attends ; 
Iuſinuates that beauty's frail ; 

That perſeyerence mult prevail : 

Wich jealouſies his brain 1nflames, 

Ard whiſpers all her lovers' names. 

In other hours ſhie repreſeats 

His houſehold charge, his annual rents, 
Incteaſing debts, perplexing duns, 

Abd nothing for his younger ſons, ö 

Strait all his thoughts to gain he turns, 
And with the thirſt of lucre burns. 

But when poſſeſs'd of fortnne's ſtore, 
The Speare baunts him more and more; 
Seis want and miſery in view: 

Eold thioves, and all the murd'ring crew 
Alarm him with eternal frights, | 
Iufell his dream, or wake his nights, 
Flow ſhall he chaſe his hideous guelt ? 
Pow'r may perhaps protett his reſt. 

To pow'r he roſe. Again the ſprite 
Beſets him morning, noon and night; 
Talks of ambition's tott'ring ſeat, 

How envy periequtrs the great, 

Of rival hate, c£ treach'rous friends, 


And what diſgrace his Call attends, 
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The court he quits to ly from Care, 
And (ſeeks the peace of rural air: | 
His groves, his fields, amus'd his hours; 
He prun'd his trees, he rais'd his flower ; 
But Care again his ſteps purſues ; 

Warns him of blaſts, of blighting dews, 
Of blund'rtog inſets, ſnails, rains, 


And droughts that flarv'd the labour'd plains, 


Abroad, at home, the Spettre's there: 
In vain we ſeek to fly from Care. 

At length he thus the Ghoſt addreſt, 
Since you muſt be my conftant guefl, 
Be kind, and follow me no more; 
For Care by right ſhould go before. 


The Two Owis and the Sparrows. 


Wo formal Owls together fat, 
Conferring thus in folenm chat: 
How is che modern taſte decav'd ! 
Where's the re{pe&t to wiſdom paid ? 
Our worth the Grecian fages knew : © 
They gave our fires the honour due; 
They weigh'd the dignity of Fowts, 
fi pry*d into the depth of Qwls. 
Athens, the feat of learned fame, 
Wich gen'ral vorce, rever'd our name; 
On merit title was conferr'd, 

And all ador'd th' Athenian bird. 
Brother, you reafon well, replies 
The ſolemn mate, with half {hut eyes ; 
Right, Athens was the feat of learning 

And ituly wiſdom is diſcerning. 
Beſides, on Paltas's helm we fir, 
The type and ornament of wit : 

But now alas { we're quite neglected 


And a pert ſparrew's more reſpetted. 


FABLES, 47 
A Sparrow, who was lodg'd beſide, 


O'erheors them footh each other's pride, 
And thus he nimbly vents his heat: 
Who meets a fool mult End corceit. 

I grant you were at Athens grac'd, 

And on Minerva's helm were plac'd ; 
But ev'ry bird that wings the fy, 

Except an Owl czn tell you why. 

From hence they taught their ſchools to know 
How falſe we judge by outward ſhew; | 
That we ſhould never looks eſleem, 

Since feols as wile as you might ſeem. 
Would you centempt and ſcorn avoid, 

Let your vain-glory be deſtroy's : 

Humble your arrogance of thought, 

Purſue the ways by nature taught ; 

So ſhall you find delicious fare, 

And grateful farmers praiſe your care 

So ſhall Neck mice your chace reward. 
And no keen cat ind more regard, 
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The Courtier and Proteus, 


y Y HENE'ER a Courtier's out of place, 
The country ſhelters bis diſgrace ; 
Where doom'd to exerciſe and health, 
His houſe and gardens own his wealth, 
He builds new ſchemes, in hopes to gain 
The plunder of another reign 3 . 
Like Philip's ſon, would fain be doing, 
And ſighs for other real ms to ruin. 
As one of theſe {without his wand) 
Penſive along the winding ſirxand 
Employ'd the ſolitary hour, 
In projects to regain his por; 
The waves in ſpreading circles tan 
Proteus aroſe, and thus began: 


FABLES: 


Came yon from court ? for in your mien 

A ſelf-important air is ſeen, ' 
He frankly own'd his friends had trick'd him, 

And how he fell his party's victim. q 
Know, ſays the god, by matchleſs ſkill 

I change to ev'ry ſhape at will; | 

But yet, I'm told, at court you ſee 

Thoſe who preſume to rival me. 


Thus faid. A ſnake, with hideous trail, 


Proteus extends his ſcaly mail. 
Know, ſays the man, tho* proud in place, 

All Courtiers are of reptile race, 

Like you they take that dreadful form, 

Baſk in the ſun, and fly the ſtorm; 

With mahice kifs, with envy glote, 

Ard for convenience change their coat ; 

With new-got luſtre rear their head, 

Though on a dunghill born and bred, 
Sudden the god a lion fands; ©, 

He ſhakes his mane, he ſpurns the lands: 

Now a herce lynx, with fiery glaie, 

A wolf, an afs, a fox, a bear. | 
Had 1 neer liv'd at court, he cries, 

Such transformation might ſurpriſe ; 

But there, in queſt of daily game, 

Each abler courtier afts the ſame, 

Wolves, lions, lynxes, while in place, 

Their friends and fellows are their chaſe. 

They play the bear's and fox's part; 

Now rob by force, now fleal with art. 

They ſometimes in the ſenate bray ; 

Or, chang'd again to beaſts of prey, 

Down from the lion to the ape, 

Praftiſe the frauds of ev'ry ſhape. « Shel 

So ſaid, Upon the god he flies, 

In cords the ſtruggling captive ties. 


* 
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Now, Proteus, now (to truth compell'd) 
Speak, and confeſs thou art. excell*d. 
Uſe firength, ſurpriſe, or what you will, 
The courtier finds evaſion {till ; 

Nor to be bound by any ties, 

And never forc'd to leave his lies. 


— 


The Maſtiff. 


Woes who in quarrels interpoſe, 
Muſt often wipe a bloody noſe. 

A Maſtiff, of true Engliſh blood, 
Lov'd fighting better than his food. 
When dogs were ſnarling for a bone, 
He long'd to make the war his own, 
And often found (when two contend) 
To interpoſe obtain'd his end: 

He glory'd in his limping pace : 

The ſcars of honour ſeam'd his face ; 

In ev'ry limb a gaſh appears, 

And frequent fights retrench'd his ears; 
As on a time he heard from far 

Two dogs engag'd in noiſy war, 

Away he ſcours and lays about him, 
Reſolv'd no fray ſhall be without him. 

Forth from his vard a tanner flies, 

And to the bold intruder cries: 

A cudgel ſhall corrett your manners, 
Whence ſprung this curſed hate to tanners ? 
While on my dog you vent your ſpite, 
Sirrah ! ?tis me you dare not bite. 

To ſee the battle thus perplex'd, 
With equal rage a butcher vex'd, 
Hoarſe- ſcreaming from the circled crowd, 
Ta the curs'd Maſtiff cries aloud :, 
- Both Hockley-hole and Mary-bone 
The combats of my dog have known. 
| X 
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He ne 'er, like bullies. coward-hearted, 
Attacks in public, to be parted,,, 
Think not, ralh fool, to (hate bas fame; 
Be his the honour or the ſhame. 

Thus ſaid, they ſwore, and rav'd like thunder; 
Then dragg'd their faſten'd dogs aſunder: 
While clubs and kicks from ev'ry fide 
Rebounded from the Maſliff's hide. 

All reeking now with ſweat and blood, 

A while the parted warriors ſtood, 

Then pour'd upon the meddling F = "EA 
Who, worried, howl'd and foravl'd below. 
He roſe ; and limping from the fray, 

By both lides mangled, ſneak d away. 


The Barlty-mou and the d the Dunghill. 


OW many ſauey airs we meet 

From Temple-bar to Aldgate-ſiceer'! 
Proud rogues, who ſhar'd the Southslea prey, 
And ſprung like muſhrooms in a day ! 
They think it mean to condeſcend 
To know a brother or a friend; 
They bluſh to hear their oer 8 name, 
And by their pride expoſe their ſhame... 

As crofs his yard, at early day, 
A careful farmer took his way, 
He Ropp's, and leaning on bis fock, 
Obſerv'd the flail's inceſſant work. 
In thought he meaſur'd all his ſore, 
His geeſe, his hogs, he number'd o'er ; 
In fancy weigh'd the fleeces thorn ; 
Aud multiply „dl che next year's corn. 

A Barley-mow, which ſtood beſide, 
Thus to its muli: w maller-cry'd : 
Say, good Sir, i is it fit or right 
To treat me with neglet and light ? 
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Me, who contribute to your cheer, 
And raiſe your mirth with ale and beer? 


Why thus inſulted, thus difgrac'd, 


And that vile Dunghill near me plac'd ? 
Are thoſe poor ſweepings of a groom, 
That filthy fight, that nauſcous fume, 
Meet objeds here ? Command it hence: 
A thing ſo mean muſt give offence, 

The humble Dunghill thus reply'd : 
Thy maſter hears and mocks thy pride: 
Inf not thus the meek and low; 

In me thy bene factor know-];, 


My warm aſſiſtance gave thee birth, 


Or thou hadſt periſh'd low in earth: 
But upſtarts, to ſupport their lation, 
Cancel at once all obligation, 


Pythagoras and the Countryman. 
YTHAG'RAS roſe at early dawn, 


By ſoaring meditation drawn, 


Jo breathe the fragrance of the day, 


Thro' flow'ry fields he took his way. 

In muſing contemplation warm, BAY 

His ſteps miſled him to a farm, 

Where on the ladder's topmaſt round, 

A peaſant flood ; the hammer's ſound | 
Shook the weak barn. Say, friend, what care 


Calls for thy honeſt labour there ? 8 


The Clown, with ſurly voice replies, 
Vengeance aloud for juſtice eries. 
This kite, by daily rapi ne fed, 
My hens annoy, my turkeys dread; 
At length his forfeit life hath paid; 
See on the walls his wings diſplay'd, 
Here nail'd, a terror to his kind, 


My fowls ſhall future fafery find; 
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My yard. the thriving poultry feed, 
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And my barn's refuſe fat the breed. 

Friend, ſays the Sage, the doom is wiſe , 
For publie good the murd'rer dies. 

Bur if theſe tyrants of the air 

Demand a ſentence ſo ſevere, 

Think bow the glutton, man devours ; 
What bloody feaſts regale his hours! 
O, impudence of power and might, 
Thus to condemn a hawk or kite, 
When thou, perhaps, carniv'rous ſinner, 
Hadſt pullets yeſterday for dinner ! 

Hold, cry*d the Clown, with 
Shall kites and men alike betreated ? 
When heav'n the world with creatures ſtor'd, 
Man was ordain'd their ſov'reign lord. 

Thus tyrants boaſt, the Sage reply d, 
Whoſe murders ſpring from pow r and pride. 
Own then this man-like kite is _ 

Thy greater lux'ry to ſuſtain; 
For Petty rogues ſubmit to fate, 
„That great ones may enjoy their ſtate,” 


The Farmer's Wife and the Raven. 


HY are thoſe tears? why droops your heal 
Is then your other huſband dead ? 
Or does a worſe diſgrace betide ? 


Hath no one fince his death apply d? 


Alas ! you know the cauſe too well: 
The falt is ſpilt, to me it fell. 
Then to contribute to my loſs, 
My knife. and fork were laid acroſs ; 
On Friday too! the day I dread ! 
Would J were ſafe at home in bed! 
Laſt night (I vow to heav'n 'tis true 
Bounce from the fire a coſſin flew, 


Eat now, and weep when dinner's ended; 


Rail'd, ſwore, and curs'd. Thou eroaking toad, 


Goody, the fault was all your on; 
For had you laid this brittle” ware 
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Next poſt ſome fatal news ſhall ce, 

God ſend my Cornith friends be well! 
Unhappy widow, ceaſe thy tears, 

Nor feel affliction in thy fears,- - 

Let not thy ſtomach be ſuſpended'; 


And when the butler clears the table, 
For thy deſert Flt read my fable. 
Betwixt her ſwagging pannier's load 
A farmer's wife to market rode, 
And jogging on, with thoughtful care 
Summ'd up the profits of her ware 
When, ſtarting from her ſilver dream, 
Thus far and wide was heard her ſcream : 
That raven on yon left-hand oak 
(Curſe on his ill- betiding croak) 
Bodes me no good, No more {he faid, 
When poer blind Ball, with ſtumbling tread, 
Fell prone; e'erturn'd the pannier lay, | 
And her mafſh'd' eggs beſtrew'd the way. 
She ſprawling in the yellow road, 


A murrain take thy whorefon throat 
I knew misfortune in the note; 

Dame, quoth the Raven, ſpare your oaths, 
Unclench your fiſt, and wipe your clothes. 
But why on me thoſe curſes thrown?” 


On dun, the old ſure- footed mare: 
Though all the ravens of the hundred N 
Wich croaking had your tongue out- thunder'd, 
Sure-footed Dun had kept her legs 
And you, good woman, ſav'd you eggs. 

Thie Turkey and the Ant. 

N other men we faults can ſpy, 

And blame the mote that dims their eye, 
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Each little ſpeck and blemiſh find, 

To our own {lronger-errors blind; 

A Turkey, tir'd of common food, 
Forſook the barn, and ſought the wood : 
Behind her ran an infant train, 
Collecting here and there a grain. 
Draw near, my birds, the mother cries, 
This hill delicious fare ſupplies ; 
Behold, the buſy Negro race, 

See, millions blacken all the place! 

Fear not. Like me with freedom eat; 
An Ant is moft delightful meat. 
How bleſs'd, how envy'd were our life, 

Cou'd we but ſcape the poult'rer's Knife! 

But man, curſt man, on Turkey preys, 

And Chriltmas ſhortens all our days: 

Sometimes with oy ſlers we combine, 

Sometimes aſſiſt the ſav'ry chine, 

From the low peaſant to the lord, 
The Turkey ſmokes on ev'ry board. 
Sure men for gluttony are curs'd, 

Of the ſeven deadly fins the worſt. 

An Ant, whoclimb'd beyond his reach, 
Thus anſwer'd from the neighb'ring beech 
Ere you . remark another's ſin, 

Bid thy own conſcience look within: 
Controul thy more voracious bill, 


Nor for a breakfaſt nations kill. 


The Father and Jupiter. 


* man to Jove his ſuit preferr'd ; 
He begg'd a wife. His pray'r was heard, 
Jove,wonder'd at his bold addreſſing : 
For how precarious is the blefling ! 

A Mfe he takes. And now for heirs 
Again he worries heav'n with pray 'r. 
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Jove nods aſſent. To hopeful boys 
And a fine girl reward his joys. 
Now, more ſolicitous he grew, 
And ſet their future lives in view; 
He ſaw that all reſpett and duty | 
Were paid to wealth, to pow'r, and beauty; 
Once more, he cries, accept my pray'r; 
Make my lov'd progeny thy care. 
Let my firſt hope, my fav'rite boy, 
All fortune's richeſt gifts enjoy, 
My next with firong ambition fire: 
May favour teach him to aſpire ; 
'Till he: the liep of pow'r aſcend, 
And courtiers to their idol bend. 
With ev'ry grace. with ev'ry charm, 
My daughter's perfect features arm. 
If heav'n approve, a Father's bleſt. 
Jove ſmiles, and grants his full requeſt, 
The firſt, a miſer at the heart, 
Studious of ev'ry griping art, 
Heaps hoards on hoards with anxious pain, 
And all his life devotes to gain. 
He feels no joy his cares increaſe, 
He neither wakes nor ſleeps in p-ace 3 
In fancy'd want (a wretch complete) 
He ftarves, and yet he dares not eat. 
The next to fudden honours grew: 
The thriving art of courts he knew; 
He reach'd the height of power and place, 
Then fell, the victim of diſgrace, 
Beauty with early bloom ſupphes 
His daughter's cheek, and points her eyes. 
The vain coquette each ſuft diſdains, 
And glories in her lover's pains. « 
With age ſhe fades, each loves flies, 
Contemn'd, forlorn, ſhe pines and dies. 
When Jove the Father's grief ſurvey'd, 
And heard him Fleay'n and Fate upbraid; 
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Thus ſpoke the god: By outward ſhow 
Men judge of happineſs and woe : 
Shall ignorance of good and ill 

Dare to direQ th'eternal will ? 


HE learned, full of inward pride, 

The fops of outward ſhew deride, 
The fop with learning at dehance, 
Scofts at the pedant, and the ſcience : 
The Don, a formal, ſolemn ſtrutter, 
Deſpiſes Monfieur's airs and flutter; 
While Monſieur mocks the formal fool 
Who looks, and ſpeaks, and walks by rule. 
Britain, a medley of the twain, 
As pert as France, as grave as Spain; 
In Ws, wiſer than » # 2 
Laughs at them boch, ot both the jeſt, 

Is not the poet's chiming cloſe 
Cenſur'd by all the fons of proſe ? 
While bards of quick imagination 
Deſpiſe the fleepy proſe narration. 
Men laugh at apes, they men contemn; 
For what are we but apes to them p 

Two Menkeys went to Southwark fair, 
No critics had a ſourer air; 
They forc'd their way thro” draggled folks, 
Who gap'd io catch Jack-pudding's jokes; 
Then took their tickets for the ſhow, 
And got by chance the foremoſt row. 
To ſee their grave obſerving face, 
Provok'd a laugh through all the place. 

Brother, ſays Pug, and turn'd his head, 
The rabble's monſtreuſly ill bred. 
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Now through the booth loud hiſſes ran; 
Nor ended till the ſhow began. 
The tumbler whirls the flip-flap round, 
With ſomerſets he ſhakes the ground ; 
The cord beneath the dancer ſprings ; 
Aloft in air the vaulter ſwings ; 
Diſtorted now, now prone depends, 
Now thro? his twiſted arms aſcends; 
The crowd, in wonder and delight, 
Wich clapping hands applaud the fight. 
With ſmiles, quoth Pug, if pranks like theſe 
The giant apes of reaſon pleaſe, | 
How would they wonder at our arts ? 
They muſt adore us for our parts, 
High on the twig I've ſeen you cling ; 
Play, twiſt and turn in airy ring : 
How can thoſe clumſy things, like me, 
Fly with a bound from tree to tree ? 
But yet, by this applauſe we find 
Theſe emulators of our kind 
Diſcern our worth, our parts regard. 
Who our mean mimics thus reward. 
Brother, the grinning mate replies, 
In this I grant that man is wiſe, 
While good example they purſue, ' 
We muſt allow ſome praiſe is due; 
But when they ſtrain beyond their guide, 
I laugh to ſcorn the mimic pride. 
For how fantaſtic is the ſight, 
To meet men always bolt upright ; 
Becauſe we ſometimes walk on two ! 
I hate the imitating crew. 


The Owl and the Farmer. 


Ax Owl, of grave deport and mian, 


Who (like the Turk) was feldom ſeen, 
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Wihin a barn had choſe his ſation, 

As fit for prey and contemplation. 

Upon a beam aloft he fits, 

And nads, and ſeems: to think, by fits. 

So have I ſeen a man of news, 

Or Polt-boy, Or Gazette peruſe ;. 

Smoke, nod, and talk with voice profound, 

And fix the fate of Europe round. 
Sheaves pil'd on ſbeaves hid all the floor, 

At dawn of morn, to view his ſtore, 

AIbe Farmer came. The hooting guell 
His ſelf. importance thus expreſt : _ 

Reaſon in man is mere pretence: 

How weak, how ſhallow is his ſenſe ! 

To treat with ſcorn the Bird of night, 

Declares bis folly or his ſpite. 

Then, too, how partial is E praiſe 

The lark's, the linnet's chir ing lays 

To his ill-judging ears are — 4 

And nightingales are all divine. 

But the more knowing feather'd race 

See wiſdom ſtamp'd upon my face. 

Whene'er to viſit light I deign, 

What flocks of fowls compoſe my train ! 

Like ſlaves, they crowd my fligat behind, 

And own me of ſuperior kind. 

The Farmer laugh'd, and thus reply'd : 
Thou dull important lump of pride, 
Dar'ſt thou with that harſh grating tongue 
Depreciate birds of warbling ſong ? 
Indulge thy ſpleen. Know men and fow! 
Regard thee, as thou art, an Owl, 

Beides, proud blockhead, be not vain 
Of what thou call'ſt thy ſlaves and train. 
Few follow wiſdom or her rules ; 


Fools in deriſion follow fools, 
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A Juggler long through all the town, 
Had rais'd his fortune ad renown : : 
You'd think (fo far his art tranſcends) 

The Devil at his fingers“ ends. 

Vice heard his fame, ſhe read his bill: 
Convinc'd of his inferior ſkill, | 
She ſought his booth, and fol the crowd 
Defy'd the man of art aloud. 

15 this then he fo fam'd for ſhght ? 

Can this ſlow bungler cheat your "fight ! ! 
Dares he with me 3 the prize ? 
] leave it to impartial 

Provok'd, the Juggler ery" *Tis done. 
In ſcience l ſubmit to none, 

Thus ſaid. The cups and balls he play d 
Zy turns, this here, that there convey'd, - 

The cards, obedient to his words, 

Are by a fillip turn'd to birds. 

His little boxes change the grain: 

Trick after trick deludes the train. 

He ſhakes his bag, he ſhews all fair, 

His lingers ſprea d, and nothing ther . 
Then bids it rain with ſhow'rs of gold, 
And now his iv*ry eggs are told. 

But when from thence the hen he draws, 
Amaz'd ſpectators hum applauſe. 

Vice now ſtept forth, _ took the place 
With all the forms of ai grimace. 

This magic looking-glaß, ſhe cries, 
(There, hand it round) will charm your eyes. 
Each eager eye the ſight deſir'd. 

And ev'ry man himſelf admir'd. 

Next to a ſenator addreſſing, 

See this bank-note ; obſerve the blethng,, 
Breathe on the bill, Heigh, paſs! 'tis gone 


Vpon his lips a padlock ſhave. 
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A ſecond puff the magic broke; 
The padlock vaniſh'd, and he ſpoke. 
Twelve bottles rang'd upon the | 
All full, with heady liquor ſtor'd, 
By clean conveyance diſappear, 
And now two bloody ſwords are there. 
A purſe ſhe to a thief expos'd ; 
At once his ready fingers clos d. 
He opes his fiſt, the treaſure's fled ; 
He ſees a halter in its ſtead. 
She bids ambition hold a wand; 
He graſps a hatchet in his hand. 

A box of charity ſhe ſhewPws. 
Blow here; and a church- warden blows. 
Tu vaniſh'd with conveyance neat, 
And on the table ſmokes a trear.. 

She ſhakes the dice, the board ſhe knocks, - 
And from all pockets fills her box. 

She next a meagre rake addreſt. 
This picture ſee ; her ſhape, her brealt ! 
What youth, and what inviting eyes ! 
Hold her and have her. With ſurpriſe, 

His hand expos'da box of pills, 
And a loud laugh proclaim'd his ills. 
A counter, in a miſer's hand, 
Grew twenty guineas at command, 
She bids his heir the ſum retain, 
And *tis a counter now again. 
A guinea with her touch you ſee 
Take ev'ry ſhape, but charity; 
And not one thing you ſaw or drew, 
But chang'd from what was firſt in view. 

The Juggler now in grief of heart, 

With this ſubmiſſion own'd her art: 
g Can I ſuch matchleſs {light withſtand! 
3 How praftice hath improv'd your hand 
But now and then I cheat the throng ; 
You ev'ry day, and all day long. 


FABLES. 
The council of Horſes. . 
o a time a neighing Steed, 


Who graz'd among a num'rous Way 
With mutiny had fir'd the train, 
And ſpread diſſention through the plain. 
On matters that concern'd the flate 
The council met in grand debate. 
A Colt, whole eye-balls flam'd with ire, 
Elate with ſtrength and youthful fire, 
In haſle flept forth before the reſt, 
And thus the liſt'ning throng : 

Good gods! how abject is our race, 
Condemn'd to {lav'ry and diſgrace ! 
Shall we our ſervitude retain, 
Becauſe our fires have borne the chain ? 
Conſider, friends, your ſtrength and gat : 
*Tis conqueſt to aſſert your right. 
How cumb'rous is the gilded coach! 
The pride of man is our reproach. 
Were we deſign'd for daily toil, 
To drag the plough-ſhare thro? * ſoll : 
To ſweat in harneſs thro? the road, 
To groan. beneath the carrier's load ? 
How feeble are the two-legg'd kind! 
What force is in our nerves combin'd ! 
Shall then our nobler jaws ſubmit 
To foam and champ the galling bit ? 
Shall hau ughty men my back beftride ? 
Shall thé ſharp ſpur provoke my ſide ? 
Forbid it, heav'ns! rejett the rein; 
Your ſhame, your infamy diſdain. 
Let him the lion firlt controul, 
And ſtill the tyger's famiſh'd growl. 
Let us, like them, our fr eedom claim, 
And make him tremble at our name. 

A gen'ral nod approv'd the cauſe, 
And all the circle neigh'd applauſe, 
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When, lo] with grave and folemn, pace, 
A Steed advanc'd before the race 
With age aud long experience wiſe ; 
Around he cast hs thonghiful eyes, 
Aud, tothe mutmuts of ms train, 
Ihus ſpoke the Neflor ofthe plain: 
When I had healih and ſtrength, like you, 
The tails of fervitude I knew. 
Now grateful man rewards my pains, 
And gives me all theſe wide domains. 
At wil ! crop the year's increaſe; 
My tatter hfe is reſt and peace. 
J gras t to man we lend our pains. 
And aid him to corrett che plains, 
But doth not he divide the care, 
Through all the labours of the year ? 


How wany thouſand ftruRures riſe, 


To fence us from inclement {kies ! 
For us he bears the ſultry day, 
And Rores up all our winter's hay! 


He fows, he reaps the harveſt's gain, 


We {hare the toil, and ſhare the grain, 

Since ev'ry creature was decreed, 

To aid each other's mutual need, 

Appeaſe your diſcontented minis; 

And act the part by Heav'n alli vid. 
The tumult ceasd. The Colt ſubmitted : 

And, like his anveflors, was biitcd. 


The Hound and the Hantfman, 


| 11 at kr is borne. 


Wich heedleſs ſlight, or ſmiles of ſcorn ; 
Teaz'd into wrath, what patienee bears 


The noiſy fool ks perſeveres ? 0 


The morning wakes, the Huntſman ſounds, 


At once ruſh forth the joy fol hounds 


FABLES, , 63 


They ſeek the wood with eager pace; 
'Thro* buſh, thro? brier, explore the chace, 
Now ſcatter'd wide, they try the plain, 
And ſnuff the dewy turf in vain. 

What care, what induſtry, what pains 
What univerſal ſilence reigns ! 

Ringwood, a dag of little fame, 
Young, pert, and ignorant af game, 

At once diſplays his babbling throat 3 
The pack, regardleſs of the note, 
Purſue the <a with louder firain 
He ſlill perſiſts to vex the train. 

The Huntſman to the clamour flies ; 
The ſmacking laſh he {marily plies. 
His ribs are welk'd, wuh howling tone, 
The puppy thus expreſs'd his moan : 

I know the muſic of my tongue 
Long fince the pack wich envy ſtung. 
What will not ſpite ? theſe bitter ſinarts 
I owe to my ſuperior parts. 

When puppies prate, the Huntſam cry'd, 
They ſhew both ignorance and pride : 
Fools may our ſcorn, not env ry raile, 

For envy is a kiud of praiſe. 

Had not thy forward noiſy tongue 
Proclaim'd thee always in the wrong, 
Thou might fl have mingled with the reſt, 
And ne'er thy fooliſh noſe conſeſt, 

But fovls to talking ever N 

Are ſure to make their follies known. 


| The Poet and the Rofe. 
Hate the man who builds his name 


On ruios of another's fame. 
Thus prudes, by charatters o'erthcown, 
Imagine that they raiſe their own, 
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: Thus ſcribblers, covetous of praiſe, 
| Think flander can tranſplant the bays. 


Beanties and bards have equal pride, 
Wich both all rivals are decry'd. 

Who praiſes Leſbia's eyes and feature, 
Muſt cali her ſiſter awkward creature: 
For the kind flatt'ry's ſure to charm, 


When we ſome other nymph diſarm. 


As in the cool of early day 
A Poet ſought the ſweets of May, 
The garden s fragrant breath aſcends, 
And ev'ry ſtalk with odour bends. - 
A Roſe he pluck'd, he gaz'd, admir'd, 


Thus finging as the muſe inſpir'd ; 
Go, Roſe, my Chloe's hoſom grace; 


How happy ſhould I prove, 
Might I ſupply that envy'd, place 

With never fading love! 
There, Phœnix-like, beneath her e yt, 


Involv'd in fragrance, burn and Hi [ 


Know, hapleſs flow'r, that thou ſhalt find 


More fragrant roſes there: 
I fee thy with'ring head reclin'd 
Wich envy and deſpair ! 
tos common fate we both muſſ prove; 


You die with envy, I with love. 


Spare your compariſons, reply'd 
An angry Roſe, who grew beſide. 
Of all mankind you ſhould not flout us? 
What'can a poet do without us! 
Inev'ry love- ſong Roſes bloom; 
We lend you colour and perfume. 
Does it to Chloe's charms conduce, 
To found her praiſe on our abuſe ? 
Muſt we, to flarter her, be made 
To wither, envy, pine, and. fade ! 


-- 
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The Cur, the Horſe, and the Sh:pherd's' Dog. 


14 HE lad, of all- ſuſſicient merit, 
Withfmodeſiy ne' er damps his ſpirit; 
Preſuming on his on deſerts, 

On all abke his tongue exerts ; 
His noiſy jokes at random throws, 
And pertly ſpatters friends and foes 
In wit and war the bully race 

Contribute to their own diſgrace. 

Too late the forward youth ſhall find 
That jokes are ſometimes paid in kind; 
Or if they canker in the breaſt, 

He makes a foe who makes a jeſl. 

A Village-cur, of ſnappiſh race, 
The perteſt puppy of the place, 
Imagin'd that ky treble throat 
Was bleſt with muſic's ſweeteſt note; 
In the main road he baſking lay, 

The yelping nuiſance of the way; 
For not a creature paſs'd along, 
But had a ſample of his ſong. 

Soon as the trotting Reed he hears, 
He flarts, he cocks his dapper ears; 
Away he ſcours, aſſaults his hoof; 
Now near him ſnarls. now barks aloof ; 
With ſhrill impertinence attends ;; 

Nor leaves him till the village ends. 

It chanc'd, upon his evil day, 

A pad came pacing down, the way : 
The Cur, with ncver-ceaſing tongue, 
. the paſſing trav'ller ſprung. 

The Horſe, from ſcorn provok d to ire, 
Flung backward : rolling m the mire, 
The Puppy howl'd, and bleeding lay; 
The Pad in peace purſu'd his way. 
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A Shepherd's Dog, who ſaw the deed, 


Deteſling the vexatious breed. 
Beſpoke him thus: When coxcombs prate, 


They kindle wrath, amen, or hate ; 

Thy teazing tongue had judgment ty'd, 

Thou hadſt not, like a Puppy, yd. 
Tue Court of Death, 


D EATH, on a ſolemn night of ſtate, 


In all his pomp of terror ſat ; 


Th' attendants of his gloomy reign, 

Diſeaſes dire, a ghaſtly train! 

Crowd the vaſt Court, . With hollow tone, 

A voice thus thunder'd from the throne : 
This night our miniſter we name, 

Let ev'ry ſervant ſpeak his claim ; 

Merit ſhall bear this ebon wand. 

All, at the word, fliretch'd forth their hand. 

Fever, with burning heat poſſeſt, 
Advanc'd, and N my wand addreſt. 

I to the weekly bills appeal, 

Let thoſe n my — zeal 3... 
On ev'ry ſlight occaſion near, 
With violence I perſevere, 

Next Gout appears with limping pace, 
Pleads how he {ſhifts and place to place; 
From head to foot how ſwift he flies, 
And ev*ry joint from ſinew plies ; 

Still working when he ſeems ſuppreſt, 
A moſt tenacious ſtubborn gueſt. 

A haggard Spectre from the crew 
Crawls forth, and thus aſſerts his due: 
Tis I who taint the ſweeteſt joy, 

And in the ſhape of love deſtroy: 
My ſhanks, ſunk eyes, and noſcleſs face, 
Prove my. pretenſion to the place. 
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Stone urg'd his ever-growing force : 
And next, 3 corſe, 
Wich feeble voice, that ſcarce was heard, 
Broke with {hore coughs, his ſuit preferr'd : 
Let none object my ling'cing way, 

1 gain, like Fabius, by delay; 
Fatigue and weaken ev'ry foe 
By long attacks, ſecure, tho flow, 

Plague repreſents his rapid pow'r, 
Who thinn'd a nation in an hour. 

All ſpoke their claim, and hop'd the wand, 
Now expettation huſh'd the band, | 
When thus the Monarch from the throne ; 

Merit was ever modeſt known. 

What, no Phyſician ſpeak his right ! 
None here ! but fees, their toils requite, 
Let then Intemp'rance take the wand, 
Who fills with gold their zealous hand, 
You, Fever, Gout, and all the reſt, 
{Whom wary men, as foes, deteſt,) 
Forego your claim; no more pretend: 
- Intemp'rance is eſteem'd a friend; 

He ſhares their mirth, their ſocial joys, 
And as a courteous gueſt, deſtroys. 
The charge on him muſt juſtly fall, 
Who finds employment for you all. 


The Gardener and the Hog. 


A Gard'ner of peculiar taſte, 

On a young Hog his favour plac'd ; 
Who fed not with the common herd, 
His tray was to the hall preferr'd. 

' He wallow'd underneath the boatd, 
Or in his malter's chamber ſnor'd ; 
Who fondly ſtrok'd him ev'ry day, 
And taught him all the puppy's play. 
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Where'er he went, the grunting friend 


Ne'er fail'd his pic -afnre ic ajtend, 
As on a time, the loving pair 
Walk'd forth to tend the garden's care, 
The maſler thus addreſs'd ihe ſwine: 
My houſe, my garden, all is thine, 
On turnips fealt-whene'er you pleale, 
And riot in my beans and peas ;. 
If the potatoe's taſte delights, _ .+- 
Or the ted carrot's ſweet invites, 
Indulge thy morn and ev'ning hours, 


But let due care regard my flow'rs; 


My tulips are my garden's pride, 
M hat vaſt expence thoſe beds ſupply'd! 5 

The Hog by chance one morning roam'd, 
Where with new ale the veflels foam'd. 
le munches now the fleaming grains, 

Now with full ſwill the liquor drains, 
Intoxicating fumes ariſe ; 

He reels, he rolls his winking eyes; : 
Then flag ring thro' the garden (court, 
And tieads down painted ranks of flow'rs; 
Wich delving ſnout be turns the ſoil, 
And ccols his palate with the ſpoil. 

The maſter came, the ruin ſpy d, 

Villair, ſuſpend thy rage, be dy d. 

Haſt chou, thou moſt ungrate ful ſot, 

My charge, my only charge forgot "i 
What, all my flowers ? No more he ſaid, 
But gaz'd, and'figh'd; and hung his dead. 

The Hog with ſtutt'ripg ſpeech returns: 
Explain Sir, why your anger burns. 

See there, untouch'd' your tulips ſtrewn, 
For I devour'd the roots alone. 

At this the gard'ner's paſſion grows : 
From oaths.and threats he fell to blows. 
The ſtubborn brute the blows ſuſtains 3. 
Aiſau'ts his legs, and tears the veins, 


a 
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Ah] fooliſh ſwain, too late you find. 
Thai thes were for ſuch fricads delign'd , 
Houmeward he lumps with painful pace, 
Re flecung thus oa pall diſgrace : 

Who cheriſhes a brutal mate, 
Shall mourn the folly ſoon or late. 


eee 
W eee 


Sure ev'ry thing alive is vain ! 
Does not the hawk all fowls ſurvey, 
As deſtin'd. only for his prey ? 
And do not tyrants, prouder things, 
Think men were born ſor ſlaves to kings? 
When the crab views the pearly ſtrands, 
Or Tagus, bright with golden ſands ; 
Or crawls beſide the coral grove, 
And hears the ocean roll above; 
Nature 1s too profuſe, ſays he, 
Who gave all theſe to pleaſure me ! 
When bord'ring pinks and roſes bloom, 
And ev'ry garden breathes perfume ; 
When peaches glow with ſunny dyes, 
Like Laura's cheek, when bluſhes riſe; 
When with huge figs. the branches bend ; 
When cluſters ſrom the vine depend: 
The ſnail looks round on flow'r and tree, 
And eries, all theſe were made for me ! - 
What dignity's in human nature ? 
Says Man, the moſt conceited creature, 
$ from a cliff he caſt his eye, 
And view'd the ſea and arched ſky ; 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the main: 
The moon and all the ſtarry train 
Hung the vaſt-vault of heav'n. The man 
His-contemplation thus : began: | 


70 


FAB LES. 


When I behold this glorious ſhow, 
And the wide wat'ry world below, 
The ſcaly people of the main, 

The beaſts that range the wood or plain, 
The wing'd inhabitants of air, 

The day, the night, the various year, 
And know all theſe by heav'n dell 
As gifts to pleaſure human kind ; 

I cannot raiſe my worth too high ; 


Of what vaſt 2 I! 


Not of th' unportance you ſuppoſe, 
Replies a Flea upon his noſe. 
Be humble, learn thyſelf to ſcan ; © 
Know, pride was never made for Man. 
*Tis vanity that ſwells thy mind, 
What, heav'n and earth for thee defign'd ! 
For thee, made only for our need, 


That more impact Fleas might feed. 


The Hare and many Friends. 


Raman like love, is but a name, 
Unleſs to one you flint the flame. 
The child whom many fathers ſhare, 
Hath ſeldom known a father's care. 
Tis thus in friendſhip : who depend 
On many, rarely find a friend, 

A Hare, who in a civil wa 
Comply'd with ev'ry thing, like Gay, 
3 by all t belli train 
Who haunt the wood, or the plain. 
Her care was, never to offend, 
And ev'ry creature was her friend. 

As forih ſhe went at early dawn, 
To taſte the dew-beſprinkled {awn, 
Behind ſhe hears the hunter's cries, 


And from the deep-mouth'd thunder flies, 


FABLES. 


She facts, ſhe ſtops, ſhe pants for breath; 


She hears the near advance of death ; 
She Joubles, to miſlead the hound, 
And meaſures back her mazy round ; 
Till, fainting in the public way, 
Half dead with fear ſhe gaſping lay. 

What tranſport in her boſom grew, 
When firſt the horſe appear'd in view ! 
Let me, ſays ſhe, your back. aſcend, 
And owe my ſafety to a friend. 

You know my feet betray my flight; 

Jo friendſhip ev'ry burden's ligt. 
The Horſe Flax i Poor honeſt Puſs, 

It grieves my heart toſee thee thus, 

Be comforted, relief is near; 

For all your friends are in the rear. 

She next the lately Bull implor'd 
And thus reply'd the mighty lord: 
Since ev'ry beaſt alive can tell 
That I fincerely wiſh you well, 

I may, without offence, pretend 

To take the freedom of a friend. 

Love ca'ls me hence ; a fav'rite cow 
Expetts me near yon barley-mow ; 
And when a lady's in the caſe, 

You know all other things give place. 
To leave you thus might ſeem unkind ; 


But ſee, the Goat is juſt behind. 


The Goat remark'd her pulſe was high, 


Her languid head, her heavy eye ; 

My back, ſays he, may do you harm ; 
The Sheep's at hand, and wool is warm. 

The ſheep was feeble, and complain'd 

His fides a load of wool ſuſtain'd : 

Said he was flow, confeſſ'd his fears; 

For hounds cat ſheep as well as hares. 
She now the trotting Calf addreſs'd 
To ſave from death a friend diſtreſs dd, 
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Ane 
Fhall 2 fays he, of tender age f | 


In this important care engage 7 
Older and abler paſs'd you by ; 
How ſtrong are thoſe ! how weak am I! 
Should I preſume to bear you hence, 
Thoſe friends, of mine may take offence. 


Excuſe me then. Vou know my heart, 
But deareſt friends, alas ! muſt part. 


How ſhall we all lament ! Adieu: 


For ſee the hounds are juſt in view. 


END OF THE FIRST PART, 


GAY'S FABLES, 
PART THE SECOND. 


The Dog and the Fox. 
TO A LAWYER, 


1 KNOW you Lawyers can, with caſey 
Twiſt words and meanings as vou pleaſe; - | 
That language, by your {kill wade pliant, 
Will bend to favour ev'ry client; 

That *tis the fee diretts the Gals. 

To make out either ſide's pretence, 

When you perule the cleareſt caſe, 

You ſee it with a double face: 

For ſcepuciſm's your profeſſion ; ; 

You hold there's doubt in all expreſſ jon. 

Hence is the bar with fees ſupply'd, 
Hence eloquence takes either ſide. 

Your hand would have but paltry gleaning, 
Could ev'ry man expreſs his meaning. 
Who dares preſume to pen a deed, 

Unſeſs you previouſly are feed; 

Tis dra vn; and, to augment the coſt, 

In dull prolixity engrofs d. 

And now we're well {ecur'd by law, 

Tiil the next brother find a flaw. 

Read o'er a will, Was't ever knowny 
But you could make the will your own p 
For when you read, *us with intent 
To find out meanings never meant. 

Since things are thus. ſe defendends. 
I bar fallacious inuendo. 
A a 
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Sagacious Porta's ſkill could trace 


Some bealt or bird in ev'ry face: 


The head, the eye, the noſe's ſhape, 
Prov'd this an owl, and that an ape. 
When, in the ſketches thus deſign'd, 
Reſemblance brings fome friend to mind, 
You ſhew the piece, and give the hint, 
And tind each feature in the Print; 


So monftrous-like the portrait's found, 


All know it, and the laugh goes round, 
Like him I draw frem gen'ral nature ; 
Is't I or you then fix the ſatire? 
So, Sir, I beg you ſpare your pains 
In making comments on my dai. 
All private ſlander 1 deteſt, 
I judge not of my neighbour* s breaſt : 
Party "and prejudice I hate, 
And write no libels on the Rate, 
Shall not my Fable cenſure vice, 
Becauſe 2 knave is over-nice ? 
And, left the guilty hear and dread, 
Shall not the decalogue be read ? 
If Ilaſhvicein gen ral fiction, 
Is't I apply, or ſelf- conviction ? 
Brutes are my theme, Am I to blame, 
If men in morals are the ſame P 
I no man call an ape or aſs; 


Tis his own conſcience holds the glaſs! 


Thus void of all offence I write: 

Wbo claims the fable, knows his right. 
A ſhepherd's Dog, unſkill'd in $ 

Pick'd up acquaintance of all forts : 

Among ; reſt, a Fox he knew; 

By frequent cline their friendſhip grew. 
Says Reynard, Tis a cruel caſe, 

That man ſhould ſtigmatize our race: 
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No doubt, among us rogues you find, 
As among dogs, and human kind ; 
And yet (unknown to me and you) 

There may be boneſt men and true. 

Thus ſlander tries, whate'er it can, 

To put us on the foot with man, 

Let my own attions recommend ; 

No prejudice can blind a friend : 

You know me free from all diſguiſe ; 

My honour as my life I prize, 

By talk like this, from all miſtruſt 
The dog was cur'd, and thought him juſt, 

As on atime the Fox held forth | 

On conſcience, honeſty, and worth, 
Sudden he ſtopp'd; be cock'd his ear, 
Low dropt his bruſhy tail with fear, 
Bleſs us ! the hunters are abroad. 
What's all that clatter on the road P 
Fold, ſays the Dog, we're ſafe from harm, 
Twas nothing but a falſe alarm. | 
At yonder town, *tis market-day 
Some farmer's wife is on the way: 

*Tis fo (I know her pye-ball'd mare) 
Dame Dobbins, with her poultry-ware. 
Reynard grew huff, = 1 this ſneer 
From you ] little thought to hear: 

Vour meaning in your looks J ſee. 

Pray, what's dame Dobbins, friend to me ? 
Did I e'er make her poultry thinner ? 
Prove that I owe the dame a. dinner. 

Friend, quoth the Cur, I meant no harm: 

Then why ſo captious P why fo warm ? 
My words in common acceptation, 
Could never give this provocation. 


No lamb (for aught I ever knew) 
May be more innocent than you. 
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1A f 1. 
At this, gall'd Reynard wine'd and ſwore 


Such language ne'er was giv?n before. 
What's lamb to me P this ſaucy hint 

Shows me, baſe knave, which way you ſquint, 

If rother night your maſter loſt | 

Three lambs, am I to pay the coſt? 

Your vile refleftions would imply 


4 


That I'm the thief. You dog you lie, 


Thou knave, thou fool the dog reply'd, 
The name is juſt, take either fide ; 
Thy guilt theſe applications ſpeak : 
Sirrah, tis conſcience makes you ſqueak, 
So ſaying, on the Fox he flies; 
The ſelf- convicted felon dies. 


The Vulture, the Sparrow, and other Birds. 


TO A FAIEND IN THE COUNTRY, 


E begin, I muſt premiſe 
Our miniſters are good and wiſe ; 
So, though malicious tongues apply, 
Pray, what care they, or what care I ? 
If I am free with courts, be't known, 
I ne'er preſume to mean our own, 
If gen'ral morals ſeem to joke 
On miniſters, and ſuch-like folk, 
A capt:ous fool may take offence ; 
What then ? he knows his own pretence. 


1 meddle with no ſlate affairs, 


But ſpare my jeſt to ſave my ears. 


Our preſent ſchemes are too profound, 


For Machiavel himſelf to ſound : 

To cenſure em I've no pretenſion; 

1 own they 're paſt my compiehen ſion. 
You ſay, your brother wants a place, 

(Tis many a younger brother's caſe,) 
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And that he very ſoon intends 

To ply the court, and teaze his friends. 
If there his merits chance to find 

A patriot of an open mind, 

Whoſe conſtant actions prove him juſt 
To both a king's and people's truſt: 
May he, with gratitude, attend, 

And owe his riſe to ſuch a aba. 

You praiſe his parts, for bus'neſs fit, 
His learning, probity, and wit : 

But thoſe alone will never do, 
Unleſs his patron have em too. 

I've heard of times (pray God defend us, 
We're not ſo good but he can mend us) 
When wicked miniſters have trod 
On kings and people, law and God ; 
With arrogance they girt the throne, 
And knew no int'relt but their own. 
Then virtue, from preferment barr'd, 
Gets nothing but its own reward, 

A gang of petty knaves attend 'em, 

With proper parts to recommend 'em. 

Then if his patron burn with luſt, 

The firſt in favour's pimp the ft 
His doors are never cloſ'd to ſpies, 

Who cheer his heart wich double lies; 

They flatter him, his foes defame, 

So full the pangs of guilt and ſhame. 

If ſchemes of lucre haunt his brain, 

Projeftors ſwell his greedy train; 

Vile brokers ply his private car 

With jobs of plunder for the year ; 

All conſciences muſt bend and ply; 

You muſt vote on, and not know why : 

Through thick and thin you muſt go on; 

One ſcruple, and your place is gore. 


* . 
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Since plagues like theſe have curs'd a land, 


And fav'rites cannot always fland ; 
Good courticrs ſhould for change be ready, 
And not have principles too ſteady : 
For ſhould a knave engroſs the pow'r, 
(God ſhield the realm from that ſad hour,) 
He muſt haye rogues, or flaviſh fools : 
For what's a knave without his tools p 
Wherever thoſe a people drain, 
And firut with infamy and gain; 
I envy not their guilt and ſlate, 
And ſcorn to ſhare the public hate, 
Let their own ſervile creatures riſe, 
By ſcreening fraud, and venting lies: 
Give me, kind heav'n, a private flation, * 
A mind ferene for contemplation, 
Title and profit I reſign ; 
The poſt of honour ſhall be mine, 
My fable read, their merits view, 
Then herd who will with ſuch a crew. 
In days of yore (my cautious rhymes 
Always except the preſent times) 
A greedy Vulture, ſkill'd in game, 
Inur'd to guilt, unaw'd by ſhame, 
Approach'd the throne in evil hour, 
And ſtep by ſtep intrudes to pow'r ; 
When at the royal eagle's ear, 
He longs to eaſe the monarch's care. 
The monarch grants. With pride clate, 
Behold him miniſter of late ! 
Around him throng the feather'd rout ; 
Friends muſt be ſerv'd, and ſome muſt out, 


* — —When impious men bear ſway ? 8 


The poſt of honour is a private ſation. 


ADDISON. 
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Each thinks his own the beſt pretenſion; 

This aſks a place, and that a penſion, 
The nightingale was ſet afide : 

A forward Daw his room ſupply'd. 

This bird (ſays he) for bus'nets fir, 

Hath both ſagacity and wit. 

With all his turns, and ſhifts, and tricks, 

He's docile, and at nothing flicks, 

Then with his neighbours, one to free 

At all tunes will connive at me. 

The hawk had due diſtinction ſhewn, 

For parts and talents like his own. 
Thouſands of hireling Cocks attend him, 

As bluſt'ring bullies to defend him. 

At once the Ravens were diſcarded, 

And Magpies with their poſts rewarded, 
Thoſe fowls of omen J deteſt, 

That pry into another's neſt. 

State hes loſe all theirgood intent ; 

For they foreſee and croak th* event. 

My friends ne'er think, but talk by rote. 

Speak what they're taught, and ſo to vote. 
When rogues like theſe, a Sparrow cries, 

To honours and employments riſe, 

I court no favour, aſk no place; 

For ſuch preferment is diſgrace. 

Within my thatch'd retreat I find 

(What theſe ne'er feel) true peace of mind. 


The Baboon and the Poultry. 
TO A LEVEE HU NTER. 


y Y E frequently miſplace eſteem, 
By judging men by what they ſeem, 


To birtb, wealth, pow'r, we ſhoutd allo 
Precedence, and our loweſt bow, 
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In that is due diſtinction ſhewn : 


Eſleem is virtue's right alone. 

With partial eye we're apt to ſee 

The man of noble pedigree. 

We're prepoſſeſt. My lord inherits 

In ſome degree his grandiire's merus ; 

For thoſe: we find upon record : 

But find him nothing but my lord. 
When we, with ſuperficial view, 

Gaze on the rich, we're dazzled too. 

We know that wealth, well underſtood, 

Hath frequent pow'r of doing good: 

Then fancy that the thing is done, 

As if the pow'r and will were one. 

Thus oft the cheated crowd adore 

The thriving knaves that keep em poor. 
The cringing train of pow'r ſurvey ; 

What creatures are ſo low as they 

With what obſequiouſneſs they bend ! 

To what vile actions condeſcend ! 

Their riſe is on their meanneſs built, 

And flatt'ry is their ſmallelt guilt. 

What homage, rev'rence, adoration, 


In 2 age, in ev' ry nation, 


Have ſycophants to pow'r addreſt ! 
No matter who the pow'r poſſeſt. 


Let miniſters be what they will, 


You find their levees always fill. 

Ev'n thoſe who have perplex'd a ſtate, 
Whoſe actions claim contempt and hate, 
Had wretches to applaud their ſchemes, 
Tho' more abſurd than madmen's dreams. 
When barb'rous Moloch was invok'd, + 


The blood of infants only ſmok'd ! 


But here (unleſs all hiſt'ry lies) 
Whole realms have been a ſacrifice. 
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Look thro' all courts. Tis pow'r we find, 
The gen' ral idol of mankind; | 
There worſhipp'd under ev'ry ſhape 
Alike the lion, fox, and ape, 

Are follow'd by time- ſerving ſlaves, 

Rich proſtitutes, and necdy knaves. 

Who then ſhall glory in his poſt ? 
How frail his pride, how vain his boaſt ! 
The followers of his proſp'rous hour 
Are as unſtable as his pow'r, | 
Pow'r, by the breath of flatt'ry nurs'd, 
The more it ſwells, is nearer burſt. 
The bubble breaks, the gewgaw ends, 
And in a dirty tear deſcends. 

Oace on a time, an ancient maid, 
By wiſhes and by time decay'd, 
To cure the pangs of reſtleſs thought, | 
In birds and beat amuſement ſought : 
Dogs, parrots, apes, her hours employ'd ; 
With theſe alone ſhe talk'd and toy d. 

A huge Baboon her fancy took, 

(Almoſt a man in ſize and look,) 
He finger'd ev'ry thing he found, 
And mimick'd all the ſervants round, 
Then, too, his parts and ready wit 
Shew'd him for ev'ry bug neſs fit. 
Wich all theſe talents, *twas but juſt 
That pug ſhould hold a place of truſt ; 
So to her fav'rite was aſſign'd 

'The charge of all her feather'd kind. 
*T was his to tend 'em eve and morn, 
And portion out their daily corn, 

Behold him now with haughty ſtride, 
Aſſume a miniſterial pride. WY 
The morning roſe. 4 hope of picking, 
Swans, Turkeys, 1 Ducks, and Chicken, 
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Fowls e gere x wa 1 8 
To worſhip his important ſtrut. 
The winilber pears. The crowd, 
Now here, now there, obſequious bow d. 
This prais'd his parts, and that his m 
Tptber his dignity in place. 
From bill to bill the flatt'ry ran: 
He hears and bears it like a man: 
For, when we flatter ſelf-conceit, 
We but his ſentiments repeat. 

If we're. too ſcrupulouſly juſt, 
What profit in aplaceoftrut ? 
The common practice of the great 
Is, to ſecure a-fnug retreat. 
So Pug began to turn his brain ; 
(Like other folks in place) on gain. 
An apple-woman's ſtall was near, | 
Well ftock'd with fruits thro? all the your: 
Here ev'ry day he cramm'd his 2 
Hence were his hoards of pears and nuts ; 
— 'twas agreed (in way of trade) 

yments ſhould in corn be made. 
4 k of grain was quickly ſpent, 

221 no account which way it went: 
Then too the poultry's Rtarv'd condition 
Caus d ſpeculations of ſuſpicion. 
The facts were prov'd beyond diſpute ; Þ ts 
Pug miſt refund his hoards of fruit: 
And, though then miniſter in chief, 
Was branded as a public thief : 
Diſgrac'd, deſpis'd, confin'd to chaine, 
He nothing but his pride retains. 

A Gooſe paſs'd by; he knew the face, 
Seen ev'ry levee while in place. 
| What, no 1 no rev'rence ſhewn ? 
Ho ſaucy are * 
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Not two days ſince, he ſays, you bow'd 

The loweſt of my fawning crowd. 5 
Proud fool, replies the Gooſe, tis true, 

Thy corn a flutt'ring levee drew ;. ; 

For that I join'd the hungry train, 

And ſold thee flatt' ry for thy grain. 

But then, as now, conceited Ape, 

We ſaw thee in thy proper ſhape. 


E I — * 


The Ant in Office. / 


1 tell me that you apprehend: 
My verſe may touchy. folks offend. 
In prudence too you think my rhymes 
Should never ſquint at courtiersꝰ crumes 3. . 
For though nor this, nor that is meant, 
Can we auother's thoughts prevent ? 

You aſk me if I ever knew . 
Court-chaplains thus the lawn purſue: 
I meddle not with gown or lawn ; 
Poets, I grant, to riſe muſt fawn. 
They know great ears are over-nice, 
And never ſhock theic patron's vice :. 
But I this hackney path deſpiſe; 
Tis my ambition not to riſe. 
If I muſt proſtitute the mule, 
The baſe conditions I refuſe. 

I neither flatter nor defame, 
Yet own I would bring guilt to ſhame.. 
If I corruption's hand expoſe, 
I make corr men my foes, 
What then P I hate the paltry tribe! 
Be virtue mine; be theit's the bribe. 
I no man's property invade; 
Corruption's yet no lawful trade. 
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Nor would it mighty ills produce, 
Cold I ſhame baby out of uſe. 

I know *twould cramp moſt politicians, 
Were they ty'd down to theſe conditions. 
*T would tint their pow'r, their riches bound, 
And make their parts ſeem leſs profound. 
Were they deny'd their proper tools, | 
How could they lead their knaves and fools ? 
Were this the caſe, let's take a view, 
What dreadful miſchiefs would enſue ; 
Though it might aggrandize the ſlate, 
Could private lux'ry dine on plate ? 
Kings might indeed their friends grous d 
But miniſters find leſs regard. 


| Informants, ſycophants, and ſpies, 


Would not augment the year's ſupplies. 
Perhaps too, take away this prop, 
An annual job or two might drop, 
Belides, if penſions were 'd, 
Could avarice ſupport its pride ? 
It might ev'n miniſters confound, 
And yet the ſtate be ſafe and ſound, 

I care not though tis acne PH 
I only mean my count : 
And (let who will my A 4 blame) 
I with all courtiers did the ſame. 
Nay, though ſome folks the leſs might get, 


I wiſh the nation out of debt. 


I put no private man's ambition 
With public in competition 2 
Rather than have our law defac'd, 
I'd vote a miniſter, diſgrac'd. 

I ftrike at vice, be't where it will; 
And what if great folks take it ill 7 
I hope corruption, brib'ry, penſion, 
One may wich deteſtaion mention; 


FABLES. 
| Think you the law (let who will take it) 


Can ſcandalum magnatum make it ? 
I vent no flander, owe no grudge, | 
Nor of another's conſcience judge : 
At him or him I take no aim, 

Yet dare againſt all vice declaim. 
Shall I not cenſure breach of truſt, 
Becauſe knaves know themſelves unjuſt ? 
That ſteward. whoſe account is clear. 
Demands his honour may appear: 
His actions never ſhun the light, 
He is, and would be prov'd upright. 

But then you think"; my Fable bears 
Allufion too to llate affairs. 

I grant it does : and who's ſo great, 
That has the privilege io cheat ? 

If chen in any future reign 

(For miniſters may thirſt for gain) 
Corrupted hands defraud the nation 
I bar no reader's application. 

An Ant there was, whoſe forward prate 
Controul'd all matters in debate; 
Whether he knew the thing or no, 

His tongue eternally would go, 

For he had impudence at will, 

And boaſted univerſal {kill. 

Ambition was his point in view 3 
Thus by degrees to pow'r he grew, 
Behold him now his drift attain ; 

He's made chief-treas'rer of the grain. 

But as their ancient laws are juſt, 

And puniſh breach of public truſt, 

Tis order'd (left wrong application 
Should ſtarve that wiſe induſtrious nation) 
That all accounts be ſtated clear, 


Their ſtock, and what defray'd the year; 
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That auditors ſhould theſe inſpeQ, 
And public rapine thus becheck'd, 
For this the ſolemn day was ſet, 
The auditors in council met: 
The gran'ry keeper muſt explain, 
And balance his account of grain, 
He brought (ſince he could not refuſe em) 
Some ſcraps of to amuſe em. 
An bonel plmie warm with zeal, 
In juftice to the 
Thus ſpoke : Thc nation's hoard 1s low : 
From whence does this profuſion flow ? 
I know our annual funds amount, 
Why ſuch expence ? and where's th'ac hocoynt b. 

Wich wonted arrogance and pride, 
The Ant in office thus reply'd ; 

Conſider, Sirs, were ſecrets told, a 
How could the beſt- ſchem'd projects bold? 
Should we ftate-myfteries diſcloſe, 

*T would lay us open to our'foes. 
- My duty and my well-known zeal 

Bid me our preſent ſchemes conceal : 
But, on my honour, all th' expence 
(Tho? vaſt) was for the ſwarm's defence. 

They paſs'd th' account as fair and Juſt, 
And voted him implicit truſt. 

Next year again the gran'ry drain'd, 
He thus his innocence maintain'd : 

Think how our preſent matters ſtand, 
What dangers threat from ev'ry hand ; 
What hoſts of turkeys ſtroll Rd Goa, i 
No farmer's wife but hath her brood. 
Confider, when invaſion's near, 
Inteligence muſt coſt us dear; 

And, in this tickliſh ſituation, 
A ſecret told betrays the nation. 


FABLES 


But, on my honour, all th expence 
(Tho? vaſt) was for the ſwarm's defence. 
Again, without examination, 
They thank'd his ſage adminiſtration. ' 
The year revolves.' The treaſure ſpent, 
Again in ſecret ſervice went, 
His honour too again was pledg'd, 
To ſatisfy the charge alledg'd. 
When thus, with panic ſhame poſſeſs d, 
Ar. auditor his friends addreſs'd: 
What are we ? Miniſterial tools. 
Welittle knaves are greater fools. 
Alt laſt this ſecret is explor'd : 
Tis our corruption thins the hoard. 
For ev'ry grain, we touch'd, at leaſt. 
A thouſand his own heaps inereas'd. 
Then, for his kin, and fav'rite ſpies, 
An hundred hardly could ſuffice, 
Thus, for a paltry, ſneaking bribe, 
We cheat ourſelves, and all the tribe 
For all the magazine contains, 
Grows from our annual toil and pains. 
They vote th' account ſhall be inſpetted 3 
The cunning plund'rer is detetted; 
'Fhe fraud is ſentenc'd ; and his hoard, 
As due, to public uſe reſtor'd. 


The Bear in à Boat. 


TO A CON COR. 


Tam man muſt daily wiſer grow, 
Whoſe ſearch is bent himſelſ to know; 
Impartially he weighs his ſcope, 

And on firm reaſon founds his hope; 
He tries his ſtrength before the race, 
And never ſeeks his own diſgrace, 


AB LES. 


He knows the compaſs, ſail, and ory. 

Or never launches from the Aces 

Before he builds, computes the coll, 

And in no proud purſuit is loft; 

He learns the bounds of human ſenſe, 

And ſafely walks within the fence. 

Thus, conſcious of his own defect, 

Are pride and ſelf- importance check'd. 
If then, ſelf-knowledge to purſue, 

Direct our life in ev'ry view, 

Of all the fools that pride can boaſt, 

A Coxcomb claims diſtinQtion moſt: 
Coxcombs are of all ranks and kind; 

They're not to fex or age confin'd, 

Or rich, or poor, or great, or ſuall ; 

And vanity beſots 'em all. 

By ignorance is pride increas'd : | 

Thoſe moſt aſſume who know the leaſt ; 

Their own falſe balance gives em weight, 

But ev'ry other finds em light. | 
Not that all Coxcombs' follies trike, 

And draw our ridicule alike ; 

To diffrent merits each pretends. 

This in love-vanity tranſcends ; 

That {ſmitten with his face and ſhape, 

By dreſs diſtinguiſhes the ape; 

T'other with learning crams his ſhelf, 

Knows books, and all things but himſelf. 

All theſe are fools of low condition, 

Compar'd with coxcombs of ambition. 

For thoſe, puff d up with flatt'ry, dare, 

Aſſume a nation's various care. 

They neꝰer the groſſeſt praiſe miſtruſt, 

Their {ycophants ſeem lardly juſt; 

For theſe, in part alone, atteſt 


The flatt' ry their own thoughts ſuggeſt, 


F 
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In this wide ſphere a coxcomb's ſhewm 


In other realms beſides his own ; 
The ſelf-deem'd Machiavel at large 
By turns controuls in ev'ry charge. 
Does commerce ſuffer in her rights ? 
*Tis he direfts the naval flights. 
What ſailor dares diſpute his ſkill ? 
He'll be an adm'ral when he will, 

Now, meddling in the ſoldier's trade. 
Troops mult be hir'd, and levies made. 
He gives ambaſſadors their cue, 

His cobbled treaties to renew; | 
And annual taxes muſt ſuffice 

The current blunders to diſguiſe, 
When his crude ſchemes in air are loft, 
And millions ſcarce defray the coſt. 
His arrogance (nought undi ſmay d) 
Truſting in ſelf-ſufficient aid, 

On other rocks miſguides the realm, 
And thinks a pilot at the helm. 

He ne'er ſuſpetts his want of {kill, 
But blunders on ſrom ill to ill; 
And, when he fails of all intent, 
Blames only unforeſeen event. 

Leſt you miſtake the application, 
The fable calls me to relation. 

A Bear, of ſhag and manners rough, 
At climbing trees expert enough ; _. 
For dext'rouſly, and ſafe from harm, 
Year aſter year he robb'd rhe ſwarm. 
Thus thriving on induſtrious toil, 

He glory'd in his pilfer'd ſpoil. 

This trick ſo ſwell'd him with cofceit, 
He thought no enterpriſe too great, 
Alike in ſciences and arts, 

He boaſted univerſal parts ; 
C 6 


| AB IL ES. 
Pragmatic, buſy, buſtling, bold, 


is arrogance was uncontroul'd: 
And thus he made his party good, 
And grew dictator of the wood. 

The beaſts, with admiration, Rare, 
And think him a prodigious Bear, 
Were any common booty got, 

*T was his each portion to allot : 

For why, he found there might be picking, 
Ev*n in the carving ofa chicken. 
Intruding thus, he by degrees 

Claim'd & the butcher's larger fees. 
And now his over-weaning pride 
In ev-ry province will 4 1 m0 

No taſk too difficult was found : 

His Blund'ring noſe miſleads the hound. 
In ſtratagem and ſubtle arts, 

He over rules the fox's parts. 

It chanc'd as, on a certain day, 

Along the bank he took his way, 

A boat, with rudder, fail, and oar, 
At anchor floated near the ſhore. 

He ſtopp'd, and turning to his train, 
Thus pertly vents his vaunting ſtrain. 
What blund'ring puppies are mankind, 
In ev'ry ſcience always blind ! 

1 mock the pedantry of ſchools, 
What are their compaſſes and rules ? 
From me that helm {hall conduct learn, 
And man his ignorance diſcern. 

So ſaying, with audacious pride, 
He gains the boat, and climbs the fide. 
The beaſts aſtoniſh'd line the ſtrand, 
The anchor's weigh'd he drives from land: 
The flack fail ſhifts from fide to fide : 
The boat untrim'd admits the tide. 
Borne down, adrift, at random toſt, 
His oar breaks ſhort, the rudder's loſt, 
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The Bear, preſuming in his ſkill, 

Is here and there officious ſtill; 

Till, ſtriking on the dang' rous ſands, 

A- ground the ſhatter'd veſſel ſtands, 
To ſee the bungler thus diſtreſt, 

The very fiſhes ſneer and jeſt. 

Ev'n gudgeons join the r:dicule, 

To mortify the meddling fool. 

The clam'rous watermen appear: | 

Threats, curſes, oaths, inſult his ear; 

Seiz'd, thraſh'd and chain'd, he's dragg'd to land 

Deriſion ſhouts along the ſtrand, 


The Squire and his * 


TO A COUNTRY GENTLEMAN. 


12 man of pure and ſimple heart 
Through life diſdains a double part. 
He never needs the ſcreen of lies 

His inward boſom to diſguiſe. 

In vain malicious tongues aſſail; 

Let envy ſnarl, let ſlander rail, 

From virtue's ſhield (ſecure from wound) 
Their blunted, venom'd ſhafts rebound. 
Se ſhines his light before mankind, 

His actions prove his honeſt mind. 
If in his country's cauſe he riſe, 
Debating ſenates to adviſe, 

Unbrib'd, unaw'd, he dares impart 
The honeſt dictates of his heart. 

No miniſterial frown he fears, 

But in his virtue perſeveres. 
But would you play the politician, 

Whoſe heart's averſe to intuiton, 

Your lips at all times, nay yonr reaſon 


Muſt be control'd by place and ſeaſon. 
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What flateſman could his pow'r ſupport, 
Were lying tongues forbid the court ? 
Did princely ears to truth attend, 
Wh hat miniſter could gain his end ? 
How could he raiſe his tools to place, 
And how his honeſt foes diſgrace ? 
That politican tops his part, 
Who readily can lie with art : 
The man's proficient in his trade; 
His pow'r is ſtrong, his fortune's made. 
By that the int'reſt of the throne : 
Is made ſubſervient to his own: 
By that have kings of old, deluded, 
All their own friends for his excluded. 
By that, his ſelfiſh ſchemes purſuing, 
He thrives upon the public ruin. 
* Antiochus, with hardy pace, 
Provok'd the dangers of the chace : 
And, loſt, from all his menial train, 
Travers'd the wood and pathleſs plain. 
A cottage lodg'd the royal gueſt ; IH 
The Parthian clown brought forth his beſt. 
The king unknown his feaſt enjoy'd, 
And various chat the hours employ'd. * 
From wine what ſudden friendſhip ſprings ! 
Frankly they talk'd of courts and kings. 
We country-folks (the clown replies) 
Could ope”* our gracious monarch's eyes. 
The king, (as all our neighbours fay, ) 
Might he (God bleſs bim!) have his way, 
Is ſound at heart, and means. our 
And he would doit, if he cou'd, 
If truth in courts were not forbid, 
Nor kings nor ſubjects would be rid. 
Were he in pow'r, we need not doubt him ; 
But that transferr'd to thoſe about hiin, 


* Plutarch, 
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On them he throws the regal cares : 
And what mind they ? Their own. allairs. 
If ſach rapacious hands he truſt, 
The beſt of men may ſeem unjuſt, 
From kings to coblers tis the ſame : 
Bad ſervants wound their maſter's fame. 
In this our neighbours all agree: 
Would the king knew as much as we. 
Here he ſtopt ſhort, Repoſe they fought, 
The peaſant. ſlept, the monarch thought. 
The courtiers learn'd, at early dawn, 
Where their loſt ſov'reign was withdrawn. 
The guards approach, our hoſt alarms, 
With gaudy coats the cottage ſwarms, 
The crown and purple robes they bring, 
And proſtrate fall before the king. 
The clown was call'd, the royal gueſt 
By due reward his thanks expreſt. 
The king then, turning to the crowd, 
Who fawningly before him bow'd, 
Thus ipoke : Since, bent on private gain, 
Your counſels firſt miſled my reign, 
Taught and inform'd by you alone, 
No truth the royal ear hath known, 
Till here converſing, Hence, ye crew, 
For now I know myſelf and you. | 
Whene'er the royal car's engroſt, i 
State lies but little genius coſl, 9 
The fav'rite then ſecurely robs, "i 
And gleans a nation by his jobs. 
| Franker and bolder grown in ill, 
He daily poiſons dares iuſtil; 
And, as his preſent views ſuggeſt, 
Inflames or ſooths the royal breaſt, 
Thus wicked miniſters opprefs, 
When oft the monarch means redreſs. 
> Would kings their private ſubje(ls-heer, 


A miniſter muſt talk wich fear, 


94 


FABLES. 


If honeſty oppos'd his views, 

He dare not innocence accuſe, 

*Twould keep him in ſuch narrow bound, 
He could not right and wrong confound. 
Happy were kings, could they diſcloſe 
Their real friends and real foes ! 

Were both themſelves and ſubjefts known, 
A monarch's will might be his own. 

Had he the uſe of ears and eyes, 

Knaves would no more be counted wiſe, 
But then a miniſter might loſe 7 


(Hard cafe !) his own ambitious views. 


When ſuch as theſe have vex'd a ſtate, 


Purſu'd by univerſal hate, 

Their falſe ſupport at once hath fail'd, 
And perſevering truth prevail'd. 
Expoſ'd their train cf fraud is ſeen ; 
Truth will at laſt remove the ſcreen. 

A country *{quire, by whim direfted, 
The true ſtaunch dogs of chace negletted. 
Beneath his board no hound was fed ; 
His hand ne' er ſtrok'd the 2K head. 


A ſnappiſh Car, alone careſt, 


By lies had baniſh'd all the reſt. 


Yap had his ear; and defamation 
Gave him full ſcope of converſation, + 
His ſycophants muſt be preferr'd ; 

Room mult be made for all his herd ; 
Wherefore, to bring his ſchemes about, 


Old faithful ſervants all muſt out 


The Cur on ev'ry creature flew, 
(As other great men's puppies de,) 
Unleſs due court to him were ſhewn, 


And both their face and bus'neſs known, 


No honeſt tongue an audience found ; 


He worried all the tenants round; 


For why, he liv'd in conſtant fear, 


Lett truth by chance ſhould interfere, 
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If any ſtranger dare intrude, 
The noiſy Cur, his heels purſu'd. 
Now fierce with rage, now ſtruck with dread, 
At once he ſnarled, bit, and fled. 
Aloof he bays, with briſlling hair, 
And thus in ſecret growls his fear ; 
Who knows but truth, in this diſguiſe, 
May fruſtrate my beſt-guarded hes ? 
Should ſhe (thus maſk'd ) admittarce find, 
That very hour my ruin's ſign'd. 

Now in his howl's continued ſound, 
Their words were loſt, the voice was drown'd. 
Ever in awe of honeſt tongues, 
Thus every day he ftrain'd his Jungs. 

It happen'd, in ill-omen'd hour, 
That Vap, unmindful of his pow'r, 
Forſook his poſt, to love inclin'd ; 
A fav'rite bitch was in the wind. 
By her ſeduc'd, in am'rous play, 
They friſk'd the joyous hours away; 


Thus by untimely love purſuing, j 
Like Anthony be ſought kis ruin, 1 

For now the Squire, unvex'd with noiſe, ll 
An honeſt neighbour's chat enjoys. : 1 
Be free, (ſays he) your mind impart; 


I love a friendly open heart. W | 
Methinks my tenants ſhun my gate; | 
Why ſuch a ſtranger grown of late ? 0 | 
Pray tell me what offence they find : | 
*Tis plain they're not ſo well inclin'd. . 
Turn off your Cur, (the farmer cries,) 
Who feeds your ear with daily lies. 
His ſnarling inſolence offends : | 
*Tis he that keeps you from your friends. 10 
Were but that ſaucy puppy checkt, | 10 
* You'd find again the ſame reſpett. 110 
Hear only him, he'll ſwear it too, * | 
That all our hatred is to you, N | 
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But learn from us your true eſtate, 
Tis that curs'd Cur alone we hate. 
The Squire heard truth. Now Yap ruſh'd in; 
The wide hal echoes with his din : 
Yet truth prevail'd ; and, with diſgrace, 
The Dog was was cudgell'd out of place. 


The Countryman and Jupiter, 
TO MYSELF. 


Have you a friend (look round and ſpy) 
So fond, ſo prepoſſeſs'd as 17 1 
Your faults ſo obvious to mankind, 
My partial eyes could never find. 
When, by the breath of fortune blown, 
Your airy caſtles were o*r'thrown 3 
Have I been over-prone to blame, 
Or mortify'd your e with ſhame? 
Was I &er known to damp your ſpirit, 
Or twit you with the want of merit d 

Tis not ſo ſtrange, that fortune's frown - 
Still perſeveres to keep you down. - 
Look round, and ſee what others do. 
Would you be rich and honeſt too ? 
Have you (like thoſe ſhe rais'd to place) 
Been opportunely mean and baſe ? 
Have you (as times requir'd) reſign'd 
Truth, honour, virtue, peace of mind? 
If theſe are ſcruples, give her o'er; 
Write, practiſe morals, and be poor. 

The gifis of fortune truly rate; 
Then tell me what would mend your ſtate ; 
If happineſs on weal h were built, 
Rich rogues might comfort find in guilt ; 
As grows the miſer's hoarde d flore, 
His fears; his wants, increaſe the more. 
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Think Gay (what ne'er may be the caſe) 
Should fortune take you into grace, 
Would that your bappineſs augment p 
What can ſhe give beyond content ? 

Suppoſe yourſelf a wealthy heir, 
With a vaſt annual income clear ! 

* all the affluence you poſſeſs, 

Lou might not feel one care the leſs. 
Might you not then, like others find, 
With r of fortune, change of mind ? 
Perhaps, profuſe beyond all rule, 

You might ſtart out a glaring fool; 

Your luxury might break all bounds : 
Plate, table, horſes, ſtewards, hounds, 
Might ſwell your debts : then, luſt of play 

No regal income can defray. e 
Sunk is all credit, wiits aſſail, 

And doom your future life to jail. 

Or were you dignify'd with pow'r, 
Would that avert one penſive hour ? 
You might give avarice its ſwing, 
Defrauda nation, blind a king : 

Then, from the hirelings in your cauſe, 
Though daily fed with ta)ſe applauſe, 
Could it a real joy ampart ? 

Great guilt knew never joy at heart. 

Is happineſs your point in view ? 

IL mean the intrinfic and the true,) 
She not in camps or courts reſides, 
Nor in the humble cottage hides : 
Yet found alike in ev'ry ſphere ; 
Who finds content, will find her there. 
O'erſpent with toil, beneath the ſhade, 
A peaſant reſted on his ſpade. 8 
| Good gods! he cries, tis hard to bear 
This load of life from 71 to year. 
D 
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Sqon as the morning Areaks the ſkies, _. 


Iaduſtrious labour bids me rife ; 


Wh ſweat I earn my bomely fare, 


And ev'ry day renews my care. 
ove heard the diſcontented ſtrain, 
And thus rebuk'd the mur:n'ring ſwain : 
Speak out your wants then, honelt friend, 
Unjuſt complaints the gods offend. 
If you repine at partial fate, 
Inſiruct me what could mend your ſtate. 
Mankind in ev'ry flation ſee. 
What wiſh you ; tell me what you'd be. A 
So ſaid, upborne upon a cloud, 
The Hala furyey'd che anxious 85504. 
Von face of care, ſays love, behold, 
His bulky dags are fill'd with gold. 
See with what joy he coun:s it oer! 
That ſum to-day hath ſwell'd his ſlore. 
Were I that man, (the Peaſant cry'd,) 


| What bleſſing could 1 aſk belide ? 


Hotd, fiys the god; firſt Tearn,to know 
True happineſs from outward ſhow, 
This optic glaſs of intuition— 
Here, take it, view his true condition. 
He look'd, and ſaw the miſer's brealt, 
A troubled ocean, ne'erat reſt ; 
Want ever ſtares him in the Ne, 
And fear anticipates diſgrace: 
Wich conſcious guilt he ſaw him we ; 
Extortion gnaws his throbbing heart; 
And never, or in thought or dream, 
His breaſt admits one happy gleam. 
May Jove, cries he, rejett my pray'r, 
And guard my life from guilt and care, 
foul abhors that wretch's fate. 
O Oi, me in my humble ſtate ! 
But ſee, amidſt a gaudy crowd, 
Yon miniſter, ſo gay and proud, | 


a. 
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On him what happineſs attends, 
Who thus rewards his grateful friends! Wee” 
Firſt take the glaſs, the god replies, | 
Man views the world with partial eyes. 
Good gods! exclaims the ſtartled w ioht, 
Defend me from this hideous figlit! 
Corruption, with corrolive fan, 
Lies cank'ring on his guilty heart; 
I fee him, with polluted hand, 
Spread the contagion o'er the hed. if 
M. avarice with infatiate jaws, 
ow rapine with her harpy claws, 
His boſom tears. His conſcions breaſt 


Groans, with a load of crimes oppreſt. 


See him, mad and drunk with pow'r, LON , 


Stand tott' ring on ambition's tower. 
Sometimes, in ſpeeches vain. and deu, 


Now, ſeiz'd with giddineſs and Four; 
He rembles. leſt his fall is near. 

Was ever wretch like this ! he cries : 
Such miſery, in ſuch diſguiſe ! 


| 
| 
| 
His boaſts inſult the nether crow | 
| 
| 
| 


The change, O Jove, I difavow ! oO | Ws 


Still bewy lot the ſpade and plough. 


He next, confirm'd by ſpeculation, 
Rejetts the lawyer's occupation 3 F 


For he the ſtateſwan ſeem'd in part, 


And bore ſmilitude of heart. | 
Nor did the ſoldier's trade inflame 


His hopes with thirſt of ſpoil and fame, fo 


The myſteries of war he mourn'd : 
Whole nations into deſerts turn'd. 


By theſe have laws and rights been brav'd ; | 


By theſe was free-born man enflay'd : 
When battles and invaſions ceaſe, 
Why ſwarm they i in a land of peace T | 
Such change (fays he) may I decline; | 
The ſcyche and civil artns be mine! | | 
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Thus weighing life in ach condition, 
The Clown withdrew his raſh petition. 
When thus the god: How mortals err 1 
If you true happineſs prefer, 
Tis to no rank of life confin'd, 
But dwells in ev*ry honeſt mind. 
Be juſtice then your ſole purfuit, 
Plant virtue, and content's the fruit. 
So Jove, to gratify the Clown, 


Where firſt he found him ſet him down. 


The Man, the Cat, the Dag, and the Fg 
10 NY NATIVE. COUNTRY. 


Han. happy land, whole fertile on. 
The liquid fence of Neptune bounds : 
By bouuteous nature ſet apart, 
The ſeat of induſtry and art! 
O Britain! choſen port of yy g 
540 ny lux*ry ne'er thy ſons invade : 
a iniſter (intent 
"a. jet". og A augmen 
— thy ſtates? If jealous mop" 
T hy rights of commerce dare oppoſe, 


Shall not thy fleets their rapine awe 1 


5 Who is't, preſcribes the ocean law ? 


Whenever neighb'ring ſtates . 
is thine to be the gen'ral friend. 


What is't, who rules in other land ? 
On trade alone thy glory ſtands, 


ks = benefit is unconfin'd, 

Diffaſing good among mankind : : 
That fill gave luſlte to thy reigns, 
And ſcatter'd plenty oe'r thy plains: 
3s that alone thy th ſupplies, | 
nd draws all 2 $ envieus eyes. 
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Be commerce then thy ſole delign3. 
Keep that, and all the world is thine. 
When naval traffic ploughs the main, 
Who ſhares not in the merchant's gain, '£ 
"Tis that ſupports the regal ſlate, 
And makes the farmers heart elate: 
The num'rous flocks, that clothe the land, 
Can ſcarce ſupply the loom's demand ; 
Prolific culture glads the fields, 
And the bare heath the harveſt yields, 
Nature expects mankind ſhould ſhare 
The duties of the public care. 
Who's born for ſloth? * To ſome we find. 
The plough ſhares annual toil aſſign'd, 
Some at the ſoundin g anvil glow ; 
Some the ſwift gliding ſhuttle throw ; 3 
Some, ſtudious of the wind and tide, 
From pole to pole our commerce guide; 
Some (taught by induſtry) impart 
Wich hands and feet the works of art: 
While ſome, of genius more refin'd, 
With head and tongue aſſiſt 1 N 
Each, aiming at one common end, 
hes to the whole a needful friend, 
Thus, born each other's uſeful aid, 
By turns are obligations 
The monarch, when 1 6 tables ſpread, 
Is to the clown oblig'd for bread ; 
And when in all bs glory dreſt, 
Owes to the loom his royal. veſt, 
Do not the maſon's toil and care 
Protect him from th' inclement air ! 
Does not the cutler's. art ſuppl 
The ornament that guards his thigh ! | 
All theſe, in duty to the 1 : I 
"_”_ common obligations OWN. | | 


* Bairow | Fi 
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'Tis he (his © own and people” $ eaſe - 
Protetis their properties and laws. 

Thus they their ho neſt toil employ, 

And with content their fruits enjoy. 

In ev'ry rank, or great or imall, 
Tis induſtry ſupports us all. 

The animals, by want oppreſs 'd, 

To man their ſervices addreſs'd: 

While each purſu'd their leltilh good, 
They hunger'd for precarious food. _ 
Ther bours with anxious cares were vext; 
One day they fed. and ſtarv'd the nex. 
They ſaw that plenty, ſure and rife, | 
Was found alone in ſocial life; 

That mutual induſtry profelT* . 

The various wants of man — 2 * 

The Cat, half famiſh'd, lean, a nd weak, 
Demands the privilege io ſpeak. 

Well, Puſs, (lays Man,) and hat can you. 
To bad the public do? 

The Cat replies: Theſe teeth, theſe claws, 
Wich vigilance {hall ſerve the cauſe. 
The mouſe, deſtroy'd by my purſuit, 
No longer {hall your feaſt pollute ; 

Nor rats, from nightly ambuſcade, 
With waſteful teeth your ſores invade. 

J grant, ſays Man, to gen'ral uſe 
Your parts and talents may conduce 
For rais and mice purloin our grain, 
And threſhers whirl the flail in vain; 
Thus ſhall the Cat a foe in ſpoil, 

Protett the farmer's honeſt teil. 

Then. turning to the Dog, he cry'd, 
Well, Sir; be next your merits try'd. 

"fir, ſays the Dog, by ſelf. applauſe 
We ſeem to own a friendleſs 2424 
Aſk thoſe who know me, if diſtruſt 

E'er found me treack'cous or unjuſt ? 
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Did I Ser faith or friendſhip break ? - 

Aſk yl thoſe creatures; let them ſpeak, 

My vigilance and truſty zeal 

Perhaps might ſunt the public weal. _ 

Might not your flocks in ſafety feed, 

Were I to guard the fleecy breed p 

Did I the nightly watches keep, | 

Could thieves invade you while you fleep 
The man replies, Tis juſt and right; 

Rewards ſuch ſervice ſhould requite. 

So rare, in property, we hind 

Truſt uncorrupt among mankind ; 

That, taken in a public view, 

The firſt di ſlinctien is your due, 

Such merits all reward tranſcend : 

Be then my comrade and my friend. 
Addrelling now the Fly; From you 

What public ſervice can accrue ? 

From me ? (the fluttring inſect fad, 

J thought you knew. me better bred. 

Sir, I'm a gentleman. Iõ't fit 

I hat I to induſtry ſubmit? 

Let mean mechanics, to be fed 

By bus'neſs earn ignoble bread. 

Loſt in exceſs of daily joys, 

No thought, no care my life annoys, 

At noon (the lady's matin hour) 

I fp the tea's delicious flow'r, 

On cates luxuriouſly I dine, 

And drink the fragrance of the vine, 

Studious of elegance and eaſe, 

Myſelf alone I ſeek to pleaſe, 
The man his pert conceit defides, _ 

And thus the uſeleſs coxcomb chides : 
Hence, from that peach, that downy ſeat, 

No idle fool deſerves to eat. 

Could you have ſapp'd the bluſhing rind, 

And on that pulp àmbroſial din d. 
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Had not fome han, with Hilf and toil, 
To raiſe the tree, prepar'd the ſoil 7 
Conſider, fot, what would enſue, 
Were all ſuch worthleſs things as yo 
Vou'd ſoon be forc'd (by hunger flung) 
To make your dirty 181 on dung; 
On which ſuch deſpicable need, 
Unpitied, due J 40 feed. 
Belddes, vain, ſelfiſh inſect, learn, 
(If you can right and wrong diſcern) 
That he, who with induſtrous zeal, 
Contributes to the public weal, 
By adding to the common ood, 
His own hath nghtly undlerRlood. 

So ſaying with a ſudden blow, 
He laid the noxious vagrant low. 
Criſh'd in his luxury and pride. 
The ſpunger on the public dy'd. 


The Jathall, Leopard, and other Beafti, 


TG ES TU BBDET i -4 
ELK TO A MODERN POLITICIAN- 


| I GRANT corruption ways mankind; 
That int'reſt too pervetts the mind ; 
"Thar beide Hive blinfle&'dlfhbn fene, 
Foil'd reaſon, truth, and eloquence ! 
I grant you too, our preſent crimes 
Can equal thoſe of former times. . 


| Agaiſt plain fatts ſhall-I engage, 
4 To vi icate our righteous age f 


I know, that in a modern fil 
Bribes in full energy ſubl. fl. 
Since chen cheſe arguments prevail, 

And nehing palms are till ſo frail, 

Hence politicans, you ſuggeſt, 

Should drive the nail that goes the beſt ; 
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That it ſhews parts and penetration, 
To ply men with the right temptations: . 
To this I humbly muſt diſſent: 
Premiſing, no reflection's meant. 
Does juſtice or the chent's ſenſe  // 
Teach lawyers either ſide's defence? 
The fee gives eloquence its ſpirit; i 
That only is the client's merit. 
Does art, wit, wiſdom, or addreſs, 
Obtain the proſtitute's carels ? 
The guinea (as in other trades). 
From ev'ry hand alike perſuades. ||, ©, 
Man, Scripture ſays, is prone to evil, 
But does that vindicate the devil? ;-' 
Beſides, the more mankind are prone, / | 
The leſs the devil's parts are ſhewn. - * 
Corruption's not of modern date; | 
It hath been try'danev*ry ſtate. 
Great knaves of old theirpow'r have fenc'd, 
By places, penſions, bribes, diſpens d; 
By theſe they glory'd in ſucceſs, . 
And impudently dar'd, oppreſ z 
By theſe deſpoticly they ſway d. 
And ſlaves extoll'd the hand that pay'd :; 
Nor parts nor genius were employ d, 
By theſe alone were realms deſſroy d. 
Nov ſee theſe wretches in diſgrace, 
Stripp'd of their treaſures,” pow'r and place ; 
View 'em abandon'd and forlorn, 
Expos'd to juſt reproach and ſcorn. _ + 
W hat now is all your pride, your boaſt ? 
Where are your flaves, your flatt'ring hoſt ? 
What tongues now feed you with applauſe? 
Where are the champions of your cauſe ?. 
Now ev'n that very fawning train 


Which ſhar'd the gleanings of your gain, 
E e | 
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Preſs foremoſt who ſhall ark accuſe _ 
Your-ſelfilh jobs, your palt views, 101 
Your narrow ſchemes, 2 of ny 
And want of talents; to be Fult. 
What fools were theſe amidit their pow T 1 
How thou ghile ſ⸗ of their adverſe hour! 
What friends were made? A Wann rd 
For temporary votes preferr'd. 
Was it, theſe ſycophants to get, 
Your bounty ſwell'd a nation's debt? 
Vou're bit. For theſe, like Swiſs, attend; 
No longer pay, no longer friend. 

The Lion is (beyond difpute) — 
Allow'd the moſt mazeflic brute 3 
His valour and his gen'rous mind 
Prove him ſuperior of his Kind. 
Yet to Jackalls (as tis averr'd 
Some Lions have their pow : : 
As if the parts of pimps and ſpies 
To govern foreſts — ſuffice. 

Once, ſtudious of his private good, 
A proud Jackall oppreſs'd the woad ; 
To cram his own inſatiate jaws, 
Invaded property and laws. © * _, 
The forel groans with diſcontent, 
Freſh wrongs the gen'ral hate foment. 
The ſpreading murmurs reach'd his ear 3 3 
His ſecret hours were vex'd with fear. 
Night after night he weighs the caſe, 
And feels the terrors of diſgrace. *© 

By friends (ſays he) I'll oo my ſeat, 
By thoſe malicious tongues defea 
I'll ſtrengthen pow'r by new ales 
And all my clam'rous foes deſpiſe. 
To make the gen'rous beaſts his friends, 
He cringes, fawns, and condeſcends ; 
But thoſe repuls'd his abje&t court, 
And ſcorn'd oppreſſion to ſupport. 
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Friends muſt be had. He cant ſubſiſt. k 

Bribes ſhall new proſelytes euliſt. 7 1 [| 
But theſe, nought weigh'd in honeſt paws 3 | 

For bribes confeſs'd a wicked cauſe: | | 

Yet think not every-paw-wihltands 

W hat had prevail d in human hands. 

A Attempting turnip's ſilver ſkin To 
Drew a baſe hog through thick and thin: 
Bought with a ſtag's delicious haunch, 
The mercenary wolf was ſtaunch : 

The convert fox grew warm and hearty, 
A pullet gain'd him to che party: 
The golden pippin in bis fut, 
A chatt'ring monkey OE: the liſt. 
But ſoon, expos'd to public hate, 
The fay*rite's fall add reſs'd the late. 
The Leopard, vindicating right, 
Had brought his ſecret frauds to lights 
As rats, before the manhon falls, 
Deſert late hoſpitable walls, 
In ſhoals the ſervile creatures run, 
To bow before the riſing ſun. 
The hog with warmth expreſs'd his zeal, 
And was for hanging thoſe that fleal ; 
But hop'd, thongh low, the public heved 
Might half a turnipeſtill afford. 
Since ſaving wealure's were profeſt, 
A lamb's head was the wolf's requeſt. 
The Fox ſubmitted, if to touch 
A golling would be deem'd too much. 
The monkey thought his grin and chatter 
Might aſk a nut or fome ſuch matter, t 
Ye hirelings, hence, (the Leopard cries ;) It 
Your venal conſcience I deſpiſe. | 
He who the public good intends, =— 
By bribes needs never purchaſe friends, | 
Who atts this Juſt, this open part, | lj 
1s propt by ev'ry honeſt heart, 
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— no too late hath ſhew'd; 
That bribes are always ill-beftow'd, rid 
By you your bubbled maſter's ungbt, 

Tuns-roving tools, not friends, 1 1 8 


LAT — ——— 


Tie Degenerate Bees. 


9 THE REV, wer, DEAN OF ST, PATAICE'sS, 


Trae courts the paſtes difallow,.. 
A friend at all times I'll avow. 
In politics I know tis wrong: 
A. friendſhip may be kept too long: 
Hand what they call the prudent part, 
1s to wear int'relt next the heart. 
s the times take a diff* rent face, 
d Friendſhips ſhould to new give ard 
1 know too you have many foes, 
n awning you is ſharing thoſe ; 
That ev'ry knave in ev ry ſtation, 
O high and low denomination, 
Fa Fi * you ſpeak, and what vou write, 
cad you at once, and bear you ſpite. 
Such freedoms in your works are ſhewn, 
ey can't enjoy what's not their o]õun. 
all dunces too in church and ſtate, 
In frothy nonſenſe ſhew their bate ; 
Wi 1 all the petty ſeribbling crew, 
an thoſe pert ſots are not a few,) 
waiſt you and Pope their envy ſpurt, , 
1 12 bookſellers alone are hurt. | 
Good gods! by what a pow'rful race 
For blockheads may have pow'r and place) 
Are ſcandals rais'd and hibels writ, 
© prove your honeſty and wit! 
ol with yourſelf : thoſe worthy men, 
You know, have ſuffer'd by your-pen, 
' From them you've nothing but your due, 
rom ihence, 'tis plain, your friends are few. 
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Except myſelf, I know of none, 
Beſid es the wiſe and good alone. 

Jo ſet the caſe in fairer light, 

My fable ſhall che reſt recite; 

W hich (though, unlike or preſent ſlate) 
I for the moral's ſake relate. 

A Bee of cunning, not of parts, 
Luxurious, negligent of arts, 
Rapacious, arrogant, and vain, 

Greedy of pow'r, but more of gain, 
Corruption ſow'd throughout the hive. 
By petty rogues the great ones thrive, 

As pow'r and wealth his views ſupply'd, 
Twas ſeen in over bearing pride. 

Witch him loud impudence had merit; 
The bee of conſcience wanted ſpirit ; 
And thoſe who follow'd honour's rules, 
Were laugh'd to ſcorn for ſqueamiſh fools. 
Wealth claim'd diſtinction, favour, grace; 
And poverty alone was baſe. 

He treated induſtry with ſhght, 

Unleſs he found his profit by't. 

Rights, laws, and liberties gave way, 
To bring his elf ſchemes 1n play, 
The ſwarm forgot the common toil, 

To ſhare the gleanings of his ſpoil. 

Whule vulgar ſouls, of narrow parts, 
Wale life in low mecbanic arts, | 
Let us, (ſays he,) to genius born, 

The drudg'ry of our fathers ſcorn. 
The waſp and drone, you mult agree, 
Live with more elegance than we. 
Like gentlemen they ſport and play ; 
No bus'neſs interrupts the day: 

Their hours to luxury they give, 
And nobly on their neighbours live, 

A ſtubborn Bee, among the ſwarm, 
Wich honeſt indignation warm, 


Thus from his cell with zeal reply d: 

I flight thy frowns, and hate thy — 
The laws our native tights protet; | 
Offending wee, I thoſe reſpect. 

Shall laxury corrupt the hive, 

And none againſt thetorrent ſtrive ? 
Exert the honour of your race; 

He builds his rife on your diſgrace. 

*Tis induſtry our ſtate maintains: 
*T'was honeſt toils and honeſt gains 

That rais'd our fires to pow'r and fame. 
Be virtuous ; fave yourſelves from fhame. 
Know, that + in ſelfiſh ends purſuing, | 
You ſcramble for the public ruin. 

He {poke ; and, from his cell difaif'd, 
Was in ſolently Seoff d and hi ſs'd. | 
Wich him a friend or two reſign'd, 
Diſdaining the degen'rate kind. 

Theſe drones (ſays he) theſe inſects vile, 
(I treat them in — hen ſtyle, 

May for a time oppreb the Rate. 
They own our virtue by their hate; 
By that our merits they reveal, | 
And recommend our public zeal : 
Diſgrac'd by this corrupied crew, 
We're waa d G the virtuous few. 


The Pack. horf Noo the iis; 


L 


TO A YOUNG NOBLEMAN., 


Bu”: my Lord, in early youth, 
To ſuſſer, nay, encourage truth: 

And blame me not for ditrelpett, 

If I che flatt'rer's ſtvle rejett; 

Wich that, by menaal tongues ſupply” d, 
You're 25 cocker'd up in pride- 
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The tree's diſtinguiſh'd by the fruit, 
Be virtue chen yeur fitſt putſuit; 
Set your great anceſtors in view, 
Like them deſerve the title too; 
Like chem ignoble actions ſcorn : 
Let virtue prove you greatly born. 

Tho' with leſs plate their ſide-board ſhone, 
Their conſcience always was their own ; 
They ne' er at levees meanly fawn'd, 
Nor was their honour yearly pawn'd : 
Their hands, by no corruption ſlain'd, 
The miniſterial bribe diſdain'd; 4 
They ſerv'd the crown with loyal zeal ; 
Vet, jealous of the public weal, 

They ftood the bulwark of our laws, 
And wore at heart their country's cauſe ; 
By neither place or penſion bought, 
They ſpoke aud voted as they thought. 
Thus did your fires adorn their ſeat; 
And ſuch alone are truly great. 

If you the paths of learning light, 
You're but a dunce in ſtronger light; 
In foremoſt rank the coward plac'd, 
Is more conſpicuouſly diſgrac'd. 

If you to ſerve a paliry end, 

To knaviſh jobs can condeſcend, 

We pay you the contempt that's due; 
| In that yeu have precedence too. 
Whence had you thus illuſtrous name ? 
From virtue and unblemiſh'd fame. 
By birth the name alone deſcends ; 
Your honour on yourſelf depends : 
Think not your coronet can hide 
Aſſuming ignorance and pride, 
Learning by ſtudy muſt be won, 
"Twas ne' er entail'd from ſon to fon, 
Superior worth your rank requires ! 


For that "mankind revere your fires ; 
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If you degen'rate from your race, 
Their merits heighten your diſgrace. 
A Carrier, ev'ry night and morn, 


Would ſee his horſes eat their corn: 


This ſunk the hoſtler's vails, tis true; 

But then his horſes had their due. 

Were we ſo cautious in all caſes, 

Small gain would riſe from greater places. 
The manger now had all its meaſure; 

He heard the grinding teeth with pleaſure: 

When all at once confuſion rung; | 

They ſnorted, joſtled, bit, and flung. 

A Pack-horſe turn'd his head aſide, 

Foaming, his eye-balls ſwell'd with pride. 
Good gods ! (ſays he) bow hard's my lot! 

Is then my high deſcent forgot ? © 

Reduc'd to drudg' ry and diſgrace, 

(A life unworthy of my race,) 

Muſt I too bear the vile attacks 

Of ragged ſcrubs and vulgar hacks ? 


See ſcurvy Roan, that brute ill-bred, 


Dares from the manger thruſt my head ! 

Shall I, who boaſt a noble line, 

On offals of theſe creatures dine ? 

Kick'd by old Ball! ſo mean a foe! 

My honour ſuffers by the blow. b 

Newmarket ſpeaks my grandſire's fame, 

All jockeys ſtill revere his name: 

There yearly are his triumphs told, 

There all bis maſſy plate enroll d. 

Whene'er led forth upon the plain, 

You ſaw him with a liv'ry train; 

Returning too with laurels crown'd, 

You heard the drums anditrumpets ſound. 

Let it then, Sir, be underſtood, 

Reſpect's my due; for I have blood. 
Vain-glorious fool! (the Carrier cry'd,) 

Reſpett was never paid to pride. 
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Know, twas thy giddy wilful heart 
Reduc'd thee to this laviſh part. 

Did not thy head-ſtrong youth diſdain 
To learn the condutt of the rein? 
Thus coxcombs, blind to real merit, 

In vicious frolic fancy ſpirit. 

What is't to me by whom begot ? 
Thou reſtive, pert, conceited ſot. 
Your fires I reverence : *tis their due 
But, worthleſs fool, what's that to you 
Aſk all the Carriers on the road, 
They'll fay thy keeping's ill beſtow'd. 
Then vaunt no more thy noble race, 
That neither mends thy ſtrength orpace, 
What profits me thy boaſt of blood ? 
An aſs hath more intrinſic good. 

By outward ſhow let's not be cheated; 
An aſs ſhould like an aſs be treated. 


G— — 


Pan and Fortaine, 


TO A YOUNG EEIX. 


Soon as your father's death was known, 
(As if th' eſtate had been their own,) | 
The gameſters outwardly expreſt 
The , joy within your breaſt, 
So laviſh in your praiſe they grew, 
As ſpoke their certain hopes in you. 

One counts your income of the year, 
How much in ready money clear. | 

No houſe, (ſays he,) is more compleat ; 
The garden's elegant and great. 
How fine the park around it lies! 
The timber's of a noble ſize ! 
- Then counts his jewels and his plate, 
Beſides, tis no entail'd eſtate. 

F f 
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Tf caſh run low, his lands in fee 
Are, or for ſale, or mortgage free. 
Thus they, before you throw the main, 
Seem to anticipate their gain. | 
Would you, when thieves were known abroad, 
Bring forth your treaſures in the road ? 
Would not the fool abet the Realth, 
Who raſhly thus expos'd his wealth ? 
Yet this you do, whene'er you play 
Among the gentleman of prey. 
Could fock to keep their own contrive, 
On what, on whom could gameſters thrive ? 
Is it in charity you game, » - 
To ſave your worthy gang from ſhame ? 
Unleſs you furniſh'd daily bread, 
Which way could idleneſs be fed? 
Could theſe profeſſors of deceit 
Within the law no longer cheat, 
They muſt run bolder niſks for prey, 
And ſtrip the trav'ller on the way. 
Thusin your annual rents they . 
And *ſcape the nooſe from year to year. 
Confider, ere you make the bet, 5 
That ſum might croſs your tailor's debt. 
When you the pilf'ring rattle ſhake, 
Is not your honour too at ſtake ? 
Muſt you not by mean lies evade 
To-morrow's duns from ev'ry trade ? 
By promiſes ſo often paid, 
Is yet your tailor's bill defray'd p 
Muſt you not pitifully fawn, | 
To have your butcher's writ withdrawn 
This mult be done. In debts of play 
Your honour ſuffers no delay : 
And not this year's and next year's rent 
The ſons of rapine can content. 
| Look round. The wrecks of play behold, 
N Ellates diſmember'd, mortgag'd fold ! 


* 
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Their owners, not to jails conſin'd, 

Shew equal poverty of mind, 

Some, who the ſpoil of knaves were made, 

Too late attempt to learn their trade. 25 

Some, for the folly of one hour, 

Become the dirty tools of pow's 

And, with the mercenary liſt, 

Upon court-charity ſubliit, 

Vou'll hnd at laſt this maxim true, 

Fools are the game which knaves purſue. 
The foreſt (a whole cent'ry's ſhade) 

Muſt be one walleful ruin made. 

No mercy's ſhewn to age or kind i 

The gen' ral maſſacre is ſign'd. 

The park too ſhares the dreadful fate, 

For duns grow louder at the gate. 

Stern clowns, abedient to the Squire, 

(What will not barb'rous hands for hire )] 

Wich brawny arms reprat the frake; 

Fall'n are the elm and rev'rend oak. 

Through the long wood loud axes ſound, 

And echo groans with ev'ry wound, 
To ſ-e the deſolation ſpread, 

Pan drops a tear, and hangs his head: 

His boſom now with fury burns : 

Beneath his hoof the dice be ſpurns. 

Cards, too, in peeviſh paſſion torn, 

The ſport of whicling winds are borng. 

To ſnails invet' tate hate I bear, 

Who ſpoil che verdure ef the year; 

The caterpillar I deteſt, | 

The bloomiog ſpring's voracious peſt; 

The locult, too, whoſe rav' nous band 

Spreads ſudden famine o'er the land. 

But what are theſe ? The dice's throw 

At once hath laid a foreit low. 

The cards are dealt, the bet is made, 


And the wide park hath lolt its made. 
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But he by Folly was undone. 


Thus is my kingdom's pride defac'd, 


And all is ancient glories waſte. 
All this (he cries) is Fortune's doing: 
»Tis thus ſhe meditates my ruin. | 
By Fortune, that falſe, ele jade, 
More havock in one hour is made, 
Than all the hungry inſect race, 
Combin'd, can in an age deface. 
Fortune, by chance, who near him paſt, 
O' etheard the vile aſperſion caſt, 
Why, Pan, (ſays the) what's all this rant ? 
Tis ev'ry country-bubble's cant. 
Am I the patroneſs of vice? a 
Is't I who cog or palm the dice ? 
Did I the ſhuffling art reveal, 
To mark the cards, or range the deal? 
In all ch' employments men purſue, 
I mind the leaſt what gameſters do. 
There may (if computation's juſt) . 
One now and then my conduct trult /; 
I blame the fool, for what can I, 
When ninety nine my pow'r defy ? 
Theſe truſt alone their fingers ends, 
Ard nbt one flake on me depends. 
Whene'er the gaming board is ſet, 
Two«clafſes of mankind are met: 


But if we count the greedy race, 


The knaves filt up the greater ſpace. 
Tis a groſs error held in ſchools, 

Toat Fortune always favours fools. 

In play it never bears diſpute ; 

That dettnine tbeſe fell'd oaks confute, 
Then why to me ſuch rancour ſhew ? 
"Tis Folly, Pan, that is thy fue. 

By me his late eftate he won, 
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Or all the burdens man muſt bear, 
Time ſeems moſt galling and ſevere; 
Beneath this grievous load oppreſs d, 
We daily meet ſome friend diſtreſs'd. 

What can one do? I roſe at nine. 
Tis full fix hours before we dine: 

Six hours ! no earthly thing to do ! 
Would I haddez'd in bed till two. 

A pamphlet is before him * 
And almoſt half a page is read; | _ 
Tir'd with the ſtudy of the day, 

The flutt'ring ſheets are toſs'd away, 
He opes his ſnuff-box, hums an air, 
Then yawns, and ſtretches in his chair. 

Not twenty, by the minute hand? 
Good gods! ſays he, my watch muſt ſtand! 
How muddling 'tis on booksto pore |! 

I thought I'd read on hour or more, 
The morning, of all hours, I hate. 
One can't contreve to riſe too late. 

To make the minutes faſter run, 
Then too his tireſome felf to ſhun, 

To the next coffee-houſe he ſpeeds, 
Takes up the news, ſome ſcraps he reads. 
Saunt'ring from chair to chair he trails 3 
Now drinks his tea, now bites his nails. 
He ſpies a partner of his woe ; 

By chat \fliQtions lighter grow ; 

Each other's grievances they ſhare, 

And thus their dreadful hours compare. 

Says Tom, ſince all men muſt confeſs, 
That dime hes heavy more or lefs ; 
Why ſhould it be fo hard to get 
Till two, a party at piquet 7 
Play might relieve the lagging morn : 


By cards long wintry nights are borne, | 
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Does not quadrilſe amuſe the fair, 
Night after night, throughout the year F - 
Vapours and fpleen forgot, at play 


They cheat uncouated hours awa 


My cafe, fays Will, then mult be hard. 
By want of {kill from play debarr'd. 
Courtiers kill time by various ways; 
Dependence wears out half their days. 


How happy theſe, whoſe time ne'er ftands ! 


Attendance takes it off their hands. 
Were it not for this curſed ſhow'r, 
The park had whirl'd away an hour. 
At court, without or place or view, 

I daily loſe an hour or two. 

It fully anſwers my deſign, 

When [I have pick'd up friends to dine. 
The tavern e es light; 
Wine puts our time and cars to flight. 
At fix (hard caſe!) they call to pay. 
Where can one go ? I hate the plays 
From ſix toten! Unlefs I fleep, 

One cannot {ſpend the hours ſo cheap. 
The cemedy's no ſooner done, 

But ſome affembly is begun: 


Loit'ring from room to room I ſtray; 


Converſe, but nothing hear or ſay : 
ite tir'd, from fair te fair I roam. 
So ſoon 1 I dread the thoughts of home. 
From thence, to quicken ſlow-pac'd night, 
Again my tavern friends invite : 
Here too our early morning paſs, 
Till drowſy fleep retards the glaſs. 
Thus they their wretched life bemoan, 
And make each other's cafe their own. 
Conſider, friends, no hour rolls on, 
But ſomething at your grief is gone. 
Were you to ſchemes of bas'nefs bred, 
Did youthe paths of learning tread 3 
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Your hours, your days, would. fly too. faſt, 
| You'd then regret the minute paſt. 

Time's fugitive, and light as wind! 
*Tis indolenee that elogs your mind! 

That load from off your ſpirits ſhake 3 
You'll own and and grieve for your miſtake, 
A while your thoughtleſs ſpleen ſuſpend, 
Then read, and (if you can) attend. 

As Plutus, to divert his care, 
Walk'd forth one morn to take the air, 
Cupid o'ertook his ſtrutting pace. 

Each ſtar'd upon the ſtranger's face, 

Till recolleftion ſet em right; 

For each knew t* other but by ſight. 

After Tome complimental talk, | 
Time met'em, bow'd, and join'd their walk. 
Their chat on various ſubjetts ran, | 
But moſt, what each had done for man. 
Plutus afſumes a haughty air, 

Juſt like our purſe-proud fellows here. 

Let kings, (ays he,) let coblers tell, 
Whoſe gifts among mankind excel. 
Confider courts : what draws their train? 

Think you 'tis loyalty, or gain; | 
That flateſman hath the ſtrongeſt hold, 
Whoſe tool of politics is gold. | 
By that, in former reigns, 'tis ſaid, 
The knave in pow'r hath ſenates led. 

By that alone he ſway'd debates, | 
Enrich'd himſelf, and beggar'd ſtates. 
Forego your boaſt, You muſt conclude, 
That's moſt eſteem'd that's moſt purſu'd, 
Think, too, in what a woeful pligbt 

That wretch mall live whoſe pocker's light, 
Are not his hours by want depreſt p 
Penurious care corrodes his breait, 

Without reſpett, or love, er friends, 

His ſolitary day deſcends, | 
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You might, ſays Cupid, doubt my. parts, 

My knowledge too in human hearts, 

"Should I the pow'r of gold diſpute, 

Which great examples might confute, 

J know, when nothing elſe prevails, 

' Perſuaſive money ſeldom fails; 

That beauty too (like other wares) 

Its price, as well as conſcience, bears, 

Then marriage (as of late profeſſ d) 

Is but a money. job at beſt. 

Conſent, compliance may be ſold: 

But love's beyond the price of gold. 
lers there are, = by retail, 

Expole, what they call love, to fale. 

Such bargains are an arrant cheat : 

You purchaſe flatt'ry and deceit. 

Thoſe who true love have ever try'd, 

(The common cares of life ſupply'd,) 

No wants endure, no wiſhes mar, 

But ev'ry real joy partake, | 

All comfort on themſelves depends; 

They want nor pow'r, nor wealth, nor friends, 

Love then hath ev'ry bliſs in ſtore : 

*Tis friendſhip, and *tis ſomething more. 

Each other ev'ry wiſh they give, 

Not to know love, is not to live. 

Or Jove, or money, (Time reply'd,) 
Were men the queſtion to decide, 
Would bear the prize: on both intent, 
My boon's neglected or mi ſpent. 

Tia I who meaſure vital ſpace. 

And deal out years to human race. a 
Though little priz'd, and ſeldom ſought ; 
Without me love and gold are nought, 
How does the mifer time employ ? 

Did I cer ſee him life enjoy ? 

By me forſook, the hoards he won, 

Ate ſcatter'd by his laviſh ſon. 
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By me all uſeful arts are gain'd ; 
Wealth, learning, wiſdom is attain . 
Who then would think (fince ſuch my pow'r) 
That e'er I knew an idle hour? + 
So ſubtle and ſo ſwift I fly, 
Love's not more fugitive than I. 
Who hath not heard coquettes complain 

. Of days, months, years, miſpent in vain ! 
For time miſuſ'd they pine and waſte, 
And love's ſweet pleaſures never taſte. 
Thoſe who dire& their time aright, 
If love or wealth their hopes excite, 
In each purſuit fit hours employ'd, 
And bath by time have been enjoy'd. 
How heedleſs then are mortals grown! 
How little is their int'reſt known |! 
In ev'ry view they ought to mind me; 
For when once loſt they never find me. 

He ſpoke. The gods no more conteſt, 

And his ſuperior gift confeſt; 
That time (when truly underſtood) 
Is the moſt precious earthly good. 


The Owl, the Swan, the Cock, the Spider, the Aſs, and 


the Farmer, 


TO A MOTHER, 


G with your ſprightly boys, 

Your eyes — . the kar rr uh oy 

With what delight I've heard you quote 

Their ſayings in imperfetct note! 
I grant, in body and in mind, 

Nature appears profuſely kind. 

Truſt not to that. At you 1:58 8h 


Imprint juſt morals on their 
'G g 


, a 
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Impartially their talents ſcan : 
Juſt education forms the man. 

Perhaps (cheir genius yet unknown) 
Each lot of life's already thrown ; 
Thbat this ſhall plead, the next ſhall fight, 

The laſt aſſert the church's right. 
I cenſure not the fond intent: 
But how precarious is th? event: 
By talents miſapply d and croſt, 
Conſider, all your fons are loſt. 

One day (the tale's by Martial penn'd) 
A father thus addrefs'd his friend: 

To train my boy, and call forth ſenſe, 
You know I've ſtuck at no expence ; 
I've try'd him in the fev'ral arts, 

(The lad no doubt hath latent parts,) 
Vet trying all, he nothing knows; 
But, erab-like, rather backward goes, 
Teach me what yet remains undone, 
*Tis your advice ſhall fax my fon. | 

Sir, ſays the friend, I've weigb'd the matter; 
Excuſe me, for I ſcoru to flatter; 
Make him (nor think his genius checkt) 
A herald or an architect. 

Perhaps (as commonly *tis known) 
He heard th' advice, and took his own. 
I be boy wants wit ; he's ſent to ſchool, 
Where learning but improves the fool: 
And cram him with the lib/ral arts. 
Whether he blunders at the bar, 

Or owes his mfamy to war; 

Or if by licence or degree 

The ſexton ſhares the doftor's fee ; 
Or from the pulpit by the hour 
He weekly floods of nonſenſe pour ; 
We find (th' intent of nature foil'd) 
A tailor or a butcher ſpoil'd, | 
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Thus minifters have royal boons 
Conferr'd on blockheads and buffoons ; 
In ſpite of nature, merit, wit, 

Their friends for ev*ry poſt were fit, 

But now let ev'ry muſe confeſs 
That merit finds its due ſucceſs. 

Th' examples of our days regard ; 
Where's virtue ſeen without reward ? 
Diſtinguiſh'd and in place you find 
Deſert and worth of ev'ry kind. 
Survey the rev'rend bench, and ſee 
Religion, learning, piety :- 

The patron, ere he recommends, 
Sees his own image in his friend's, 

Is honeſty diſgrac'd and poor ? 

Wh hat 1s't to us what was before ? 

We all of times corrupt have heard, 
When paltry minions were preferr'd ; 
When all great offices, by dozens, 


Were fill'd by brothers, ſons, and couſins, 


What matter ignorance and pride ? 
The man was happily ally'd. 
Provided that his clerk was good, 
What though he nothing underſtood ? 
In church and fate, the ſorry race 
Grew more conſpicuous fools in place. 
Such heads, as then a treaty made, 
Had bungled in the cobler's trade. 

Confider, patrons, that ſuch elves 
Expoſe your folly with themſelves, 
»Tis your's, as *tis the parent's care, 
To fix each genius in its ſphere. 


Your partial hand can wealth diſpenſe, 


But never give a blockhead ſenſe. 
An Owl, of magiſterial air, 
Of ſolemn voice, of brow auſtere, 
Aſſum'd the pride of human race, 
And bore his wiſdom in his face; 
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Not to depreciate learned eyes, 


I've ſeen a pedant look as wiſe. | 
Within a barn from noiſe retir'd, 
He ſcorn'd the world, himſelf admir'd; 

And, like an ancient ſage, conceal'd 
The follies public life reveal'd. 
Philoſophers of old, he read, 
Their country's youth, to ſcience bred, 
Their manners form'd for ev'ry ſtation, 
And deſtin'd each his occupation. 
When Xenophon, by numbers brav'd, 
Retreated, and a people ſav d, 
That laurel was not all his own 3 — 
The plant by Socrates was ſown. 
To Ariſtotle's greater name 
The Macedonian ow'd his fame. 
Th Athenian bird, with pride replete, 
Their talents equall'd in conceit; 
And, copying the Socratic rule, 
Set up for maſter of a ſchool. f 


Dogmatic jargon learnt by heart, 


Trite ſentences, hard terms of art, 


To vulgar ears ſeem'd fo profound, 
They fancy d learning in the found. - | 

The ſchool had fame: the crowded place 
Wich pupils ſwarm'd of cv'ry race. 
With theſe the Swan's maternal] care 
Had ſent her ſcarce-fledg'd eygnet heir: 
The hen (though fond and loth to part) 
Here lodg'd the darling of her heart: 
The Spider, of mechanic kind, 


Aſpir'd to ſcience more refin'd : 


The Afs learnt metaphors and tropes, 
But moſt, on muſic fix'd his hopes, 
The pupils now, advanc'd in age, 
Were call'd to tread life's buſy ſtage: 
And to the maſter *twas ſubmitted, + 


T hat each might to bis part be fitted, 
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The Swan (ſays he) in arms ſhall fhine: 
The ſoldier's glorious toil be thine. 
The Cock ſhall mighty wealth attain : 
Go, ſeek it on the ſtormy main. 
The court ſhall be the Spider's ſphere : 
Pow'r, fortune, ſhall reward him there. 
In muſic's art the Afſs's fame 10 
Shall emulate Corelli's name. | 
Each took the part that he advis'd, 
And all were equally deſpis'd. 
A Farmer, at his folly mov'd, 
The dull preceptor thus reprov'd : 
Blockhead, (ſays he,) by what you've done, 
One would have thought em each your ſon ; 
For parents, to their offspring blind, 
Conſult nor parts, nor turn of mind; 
But ev'n in infancy decree | 
What this, what t'other ſon ſhould be. 
Had you with judgment weigh'd the caſe, 
Their genius thus hx'd their place. 
The Swan had learn'd the ſailor's art; 
The Cock had play'd the ſoldier's part; 
The ſpider in & weaver's trade - 
With credit had a fortune made ; 
But for the fool, in ev'ry claſs 
The blockhead had appear'd an Aſs, 


The Cook-maid, the Turnſpit, aud the Os. 


TO A POOR MAN, g 


Tben tell me is your lot ſevere ? 

"Tis murmur, diſcontent, diſtruſt, 

That makes you wretched. God is juſt, 
I grant, that hunger muſt be fed, 

That toil too earns thy daily bread, 


Cas man in ev'ry ſphere, 
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What then ? thy wants are ſeen and knows, 
But ev'ry mortal feels his o.. Ü w. 3 


, We're born a reſtleſs needy crew : 


Shew me the happier man than you, 
Adam, though bleſt above his kind, 
For want of ſocial woman pin'd. 
Eve's wants the ſubtle ſerpent ſaw, 
Her fickle taſte tranſgreſs'd the law: 
Thus, fell our fires ; and their diſgrace 
The curſe entail'd on human race. 
When Philip's ſon, by glory led, 
Had o'er the globe his empire ſpread ; 
When altars to his name were dreſs'd, 


That he was man, his tears confeſs'd. 


The of avarice are check'd : 
The p man always wants reſpeR. 
What various wants on pow'r attend ? 
Ambition never gains its end. 

Who hath not heard the rich complain 
Of ſurfeus and corporeal pain 7 
He, barr'd from ev'ry uſe of wealth, 
Envies the ploughman's firength and hea lch. 
Another, in a beauteous wife, 

Finds all the miſeries of life: 
Domeſtic jars and jealous fear 
Embitter all his days with care. 
This wants an heir; the line is loſt : 


Why was that vain entail engro!l ? 


Canſt thou diſcern another's mind ? 
Why is't you envy ? Envy's blind, 
Tell envy, when ſhe would annoy, 
That thouſands want what you en} 
The dinner mult be diſh'd at one. 
Where's this vexatious Turnſpit gone ? 
Unleſs the ſkulking Cur is caught, 
The fir. loin's ſpoil d, and I'm in fault. 
Thus ſaid; (for ſure you'll think it fit 
That I the Cook-maid's oaths omit ;) 


. 
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With al the r of a Cook, 
Her cooler kitchen Nan forſook. 
The broomſlick o'er her bead ſhe waves 3 

4 She ſweats, ſhe lamps, the puffs, the raves. 
The ſneaking Cur before ber ſhes ; 
She whullies, calls; fair ſpecch be tries. 
Theſe nought avail, Her choler burns; 

2 Ihe fill and cudgel threat by turns. 

With haſly ſtride ſhe preſſes near; 

He ſlinks aloof, and howls with fear. 
Was ever Cur ſo cuts d! (be cry'd,) 
What ſtar did at my birth prefide ! 

Am I for life by Do 

To tread the whee!'s eternal round ? 
Inglorious taſk } Of all our race 
No ſlave is half fo mean and baſe. 
Had fate a kinder lot aſſign'd, 
And form'd me of the lap-dog kind, 
I then, in higher life employ d, 
Had indolence and cafe enjoy d; 
And, like a gentleman, careſt, 

Had been the © lady? s fav'rite 

Or, were | ſprung from ſpaniel hne, 
Was his ſagacious noſtril mine, 

By me, their never-erring guide, 

From wood and plain thei Caſts ſupply'd, 
Knights, *ſquires, attendant on my pace, 
Had {har'd the pleaſures of the chace. 
Endu'd with native ſtrength and fire, 
Why call'd I not the lion fare ? 

A hon, ſuch mean views I ſcorn, 

Why was I not of woman born ? 

Who dares with reaſon's pow'r contend 7 
On man we brutal ſlaves 
To him all creatures tribute pay, 
And luxury employs his day. 
An Ox by e chance o'echeacd is moan, 
And thus rebuk'd the lazy drone ; 
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Dare you at partial fate repine ? 

How kind's your lot compar rd with mine 

Decreed to toil, the barb'rous knife 

Hath ſever'd me from ſocial life; 

Urg'd by the ſtimulating goad, 

I drag the cumb'rous waggon's load: 

Tis mine to tame the ſlu bborn plain, 

Break the ſtiff ſoil, and houſe 1 grain 

Yet I without a murmur bear 

The various labours of the year. 

But then conſider, that one day 

(Perhaps the hour's not far away) 

You, by the duties of your poſt, 

Shall 2 the ſpit when I'm the roaſt ; 

And for reward {hail {hare the feaſt, 

I mean, ſhall pick my bones at leaſt. 
Till now, th aſtoniſh'd Cur replies, 

J look'd on all with envious eyes. 

How falſe we judge by what appears! 

All creatures feel their ſev'ral cares. 

If thus yon mighty beaſt complains, 

Perhaps man knows ſuperior painSem. 

Let envy then no more torment : 


Think on the Ox, and learn content, 


Thus faid, cloſe following at her heel, 
With cheerful heart he mounts the wheel. 


The Ravens, "the Sexton, and the Earthworm, 


oy LAURA, 


Lava, methinks you're over-nice, Ro, 

True, Flatt'ry i is a ſhocking vice; 

Yet ſure, whene er the praiſe is Juſt,” 

One may commend without * EE 

or L a uren e deny Mn 12 
ndulg'd by ev 64 __ * 78 
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How ſingular are all your ways l 
A woman, and averſe io praiſe ! 
If *tis offence ſuch truths to tell, 
Why do your merits thus excel ? 
Since then, I dare not ſpeak my mind, 
A truth conſpicuous to mankind 3 
Though in full luſtre ev'ry grace 
Diſtinguiſh your celeſtial face; 
Though beauties of infenor ray 
(Like ſtars before the orb of day) 
urn pale, and fade; I check my lays, 
Admiring what I dare not praiſe. 
If you the tribute due diſdain, 
The muſe's mortifying ſtrain 
Shall, like a woman, in mere ſpite, 
Set beauty in a moral light. 
Tho? ſuch revenge might ſhock beer 
Of many a celebrated fair; 
J mean that ſuperficial race ; 
Whoſe thoughts ne'er reach beyond their face 
What's chat to you ? I but diſpleaſe 
Such cer ears as theſe, | 
Virtue can brook the thoughts of age, 
That laſts the ſame through ev*ry flage. 
Though you by time muſt ſuffer more 
Than ever woman loſt before; | 
To age is ſuch indiff*rence ſhewn, 
As if your face were not your own. + 
Were you by Antoninus taught ? 
Or is it Roca — of thought, 
That thus, withaut concern or fright, 
You view yourſelf by reaſon's light ! 
"Thoſe eyes of ſo divine a ray, 
What are they ? mould'ring, mortal clay?! : 
Thoſe features, caft in heav'nly mould, 
Shall, like my coarſer earth, grow old ; 
H h 
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Like common graſs, the faireſt flow'r 
Muſt feel the — ſeaſon's pow'r.' 
How' weak, how vain is human pride ! 
Dares man upon himſelf con ide ? | 
The'wretch who glories in his gain, 
Amaſles heapy-on heaps in vain. 
Why loſe we life in anxious cares, 
* To lay in boards for future years ? 
4 Can thoſe (when tortur'd by diſeaſe) 
Cheer our ſick heart, or purchaſe eaſe ? 
Can thoſe prolong one gaſp of breath, 
Or calm the troubled hour of death? 5 
What's beauty ! call ye that your own ? 
A flow'r that fades as ſoon as blown. 
What's man in all his boaſt of ſway ? 
Perhaps the tyrant'of a day. 
Alike the laws of life take place 
Through ev'ry branch of human race. 
The monarch of long regal line Sg | 
Was rais'd from dufi as Fail as mine. 
Can he: pour health into his veins, 
Or cool the feyer's reſtleſs pains ? 
Can he (worn down in nature's courſe) 
New-brace his feeble nerves with force ? 
Can he (how vain is mortal pow'r!) - 
Stretch life beyond the deſtin'd hour? 
Conſider, man; weigh well thy frame; 
'The king, the beggar i is the ſame. . | 
Duſt form's us all. Each breathes his day, 
Then finks into his native clay. | 
Beneath a venerable yew, Ex! 
That inithe lonely church-yard grew, / 
Two Ravens fat. In folemn croak 
"Thus one his hungry friend beſpoke : 
Methinks L ſceot ſume rich repaſt; 
The favour ſtreng hens wilk che blaſt; 
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Snuff then, the promis'd feaſt inhale ; 
I taſte the e e in the gale. 
Near yonder trees, the farmer's ſteed, 
From toil and daily drudg'ry freed, 
Hath groan'd his laſt. A dainty treat ! 
To birds of taſte delicious meat. 
A Sexton, buſy at his trade, 
To hear their, chat, ſuſpends his ſpade. 
Death ſtruck him with no farther thought, 
Than merely as the fees he brought. 
Was ever two ſuch blund'ring towls, 
In brains and manners leſs than owls ! 
| Blockheads, ſays he, learn more reſpett, 
Know ye on whom you thus reflect? 
In this ſame grave, (who does me right, 
Muſ} own the work is ſtrong and ron 
The Squire that yon fair hall poſſeſs“ 
To-night ſhall lay his bones at reſt, 
Whence could the groſs miſtake proceed ? 
The *Squire was ſomewhat fat indeed, 
What then, the meaneſt bird of prey 
Such want of ſenſe could ne'er betray 2 
For ſure ſome diff'rence muſt be found 
(Suppoſe the ſmelling organ oy 
In cv (ſay what we can) 
Or where's the di 'gmity of man p 

With due reſpett to human race, 
The Ravens undertook the caſe. 
In ſuch fimilitude of ſcent, 
Man ne'cr could think reſlection's meant. 
As epicures extol a treat, 
And ſeem their ſav'ry words to eat, 
They prais'd dead horſe; "ls food, 
The ven' ſon of the preſcient brood. 

The Sexton's indignation mov'd, 
The mean compariſon reprov'd ; 
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Their Unis 980% 6 AMIE Why be: 
Which two-legg'd carrion thus defam'd. 
' Reproachful ſpeech from either fide 
The want of argument ſupply d: 

rail, revile: as often ends 


The conteſt of diſputing friends. 


Fold, ſays the fowl ; fince human pride 
With confutation n=*er comply d, 
Let's ſtate the caſe, and then refer 
The knot int; for taſte err. 

And en. ru ſpoke, han the mould: 
An Earth-worm, huge of ſize, unroll'd _ 
His monſtrous length. They ſtraight agree 
To chuſe him as their referee, 
So to th“ experience of his jaws, 


Each ſtates the merits of his cauſe. 


He paus'd, and with a ſolemn tone 
Thus made his ſage opinion Known : 

On carcaſes of ev'ry kind © 
This maw hath elegantly din'd ; 
Provok'd by luxury er need, 
On beaſt, or fowl, or man, I feed: 
Such ſmall diſtinction's in the ſavour, 
By turns I choſe the fancy d flavour. 
Yet I muſt own (that human beaſt) 
A glutton is the rankeftt feaſt, | 
Man, ceafe this boaſt ; for human pride 
Hath various tracts to range beſide. 
The Prince who kept the world in awe, + 
The judge whoſe dictate fix'd the law, 
The rich, the poor, the great, the ſmall, 
Are levelid. Death confounds 'em all. 
Then think not that we reptiles ſhare 
Such cates, ſuch elegance of fare; 


N 


The only true and real good 


Of man, was never vermin's food. 


FABLES, . 
Tis ſeated in th* immortal mind: 
Virtue diſtinguiſhes mankind, 
And that (as yet ne'er harbour'd here) 


Mounts with the ſoul we know not where. 


So, good man Sexton, ſince the caſe 
Appears with ſuch a dubious face, 

To neither I the cauſe determine, 

For diff rent taſtes pleaſe diff rent vermin, 
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